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PREFACE 

A SUFFICIENT excuse for the preparatioo of 
anthologies should be the demand for them. If 
not, the anthologist may plead further the pleasure 
they give in the making. In the case of Christmas 
p(^s the more proper delight of culling and 
arranging a nosegay is combined with the zed) of 
the botanist who huhts shy si^cimens. The labour 
of such search is, of course, greatly lightened by 
the work of previous explorers ; and here it is right 
tp acknowledge obligktidiMp two gentlemen, one 
known only by his initials H. V.? the author of a 
book called ^Christmas with the Poets ’ (Bell and 
Daldy, 1862), the other that well-known man of 
letters, and my good frumd. Nr. A H. Bullen, whose 
* Carols and Poems ’ apqpared in a limited edition in 
1886 (Nimmo). The differences of the presentiCot* 
Idttion may best be indicated bf a comparisdB witii 
its predettssors. In the first pla^ it does no^ like 
Mr. diiUra’s, appeal to*any aq^uarian intersft 
Poems and ynh are accepted or r^ecteil simply 
upon their poetical mdHt, and for no other reason 
whatever. Hence dlich very popular carols as 
*Th^ first NoweU,' *1 saw three sldps come saiHiig 
in,* * God rest yon, ,merry*gent)enien,* and many 
otiieri, find no hdndttance; hence too therl tqp 

vfi 
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no pieces from Poor Robin’s Almanacks ; and 
especially my taste differs from Mr. BuUen’s in 
rqecting altogether the poetry of * Entire’. Such 
verses as— 

‘ Bring us in good ale» and bring us in good ale^ 
For our blessed Lady’s sake, bring us in good ale,' 

or— 

' Here stands my bottle and hook, 

Goodjrltchen maid, draw near, 

Tbgu art an honest cook, . 

And canst draw ale and beer,'* 

give me no delight ; not that 1 am such a cur* 
mudgeon as to grudge Poor ’Robin his tankai^, 
atthough the Slys, who^'ctme in with Richaiid 
Conqueror’ and are with us still, are selilom very 
happy or useful members of society, but that 1 
fail to see that any one, except perhaps Herrick, 
has been 'bemused with beer’ to much poetical 
purpose. In the sectioo of Religious Poems there is 
morrmatter common to both ; and though my chdce 
has made independently of Mr. BuUen’s book, 
in ^^course of relding for a more gen^ ' Lyra 
Si^' it is mily fa^ to sa} that 1 havefouni it ill 
gleaning behind him in«tbe seventeenth century. 
About a dosen pieces, however? wq^'be found of 
that period which are not in his collection. Mote 
modern verses, vr^ goe or two ezeeptioof be 
ignoftt. H.V.'s book, vHiile it contains a good deal 
ti^ will be found both in At, Sullen’s and in 
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mine, is remarkable for its selection from the poets 
of the day ; but that day is thirty years past, and 
its vogue is not ours. Who now reads Alfred 
Domett, though Browning celebrates him in 
* Waring'; oi John Clare, whose nam^ has at 
length b^n banished from the ‘ Golden Treasury ^ ; 
or who can suck rapture out of the broken ana* 
pzstic jolt whid^lisa Cook’s name appeared once 
to justify? • 

‘ The tolly, the holly, 0 twine it with bay, 

Come give the holly ^ song ; 

For it helps to drive stem ^ter away, 

With his garment so sombse and long.’ 

I take the liberty of saying so much because I 
niyself give hostages to m>u^ successor by print- 
ing wha&ver poetry in the most modem taste has 
Christmas for its theme. I could wish that such 
pieces were more numerous. To the writers in 
each case for their courteous permission, as well 
as to the publishers, 1 desire to return my humble 

fhjnlff - 

H.C.R 


Yatteitdoli Rectory. 
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LATIN HYMNS 




VENI, Redemptor gentium, 
Ostende partum Virginis; 
Miretur omne satculum : 

Talis decet partus Deum. 

Non ex virili %emiie, 

Sed mystico Spiramine, 
Verbum Dei factum est caro, 
Fructusque ventris floruit 

Alvus tumescit Virginis, 
Claustrum pudoris pprmanet, 
Vexilla virtutum micapt, 
Va^tur in templo Deus. 

Procedit e tbalamo suo, 
Pudoris aula regii, 

Geminae gigas substantia, 
Alacris ut currat yiam. 

E^k^us qjus a Patre, 
Regressus ejus ad Patrem. 
Excursus usque ad inferoi 
Recursus ad sedem Dei. 

Aequalis aetemd Patr\ 

Caniis stropheo aedngene, 
lofinaa nostri corporis 
yiftiite firmans perplbt^ 



LATIN HYMNS 
Praesepe jam fulget tuum, 
Lumeoque nox spirat novum, 
Quod nulla nox interpolet, 
Fidequcjugi luceat 


PUER natus in Bethlehem, 
Unde gaudet Jerusalem. 

Hie jacit in prxsepio, 

Qur' regnat sine termino. 

Cognovit bos et asinus 
Quod puer erat Dominus. 

Reges de Saba veniunt, 

Aurum, thus, mjfrrham offerunt. 

Intrantes domum invicem 
Novum salutant principem. 

De matre natus virgine 
Sine vi^li semine ; 

Sine^serpentis vulnere 
Defoostro venit sasguine ; 

In came nobis similis 
Peccato sed dissimilis ; 

Ut redderet nos homing 
Deo et stbt siiniles. 


Ambrose. 



LATIN HYMNS 
In hoc natali gaudio 
Benedicamus Domino : 

Laudetur sancta Trinitas, 
Deo dicamus gratias. 


H£U quid jaces ^tabulo 
Omnium Creator, 
VagieAs cunabulo, 
Mundi reparator ? 

Si rex, ubi purpura,* 

Vcl clientum murmura, 
Ubi aula regis ? 

Hie omnis penuria, 
Paupertatis curia, 
Forma nov2 legis. 

Istuc amor generis 
Me traxit humani. 

Quod se noxa sceleris 
Occidit profani 
H& meis inopiis 
Gratiarum copiis 
Te pergo ’ditare ; 

Hocce natalitio, 

Verosacrifid^ 

Tevolensbear^ 

O te ^dum milUbus 
Laudo, taudo, laydcT; 
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Tantls mirabilibus 
Plauda plaudo, plaudo : 
Gloria, sit gloria, 
Amanti memoria 
Domino in altis : 

Cui testilnonia 
Dantur et prx(;onia 
Ccelicis a psaltis. 


•ADESTE fidclcs, 

L*ti triumphantcs, 
Venitc, vcnite in Betblehem ; 
Natum videte, 

Regem angelorum, 
Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

Deum de Deo, 

Lumen de Lumine, 
Gestant puellae Tisceta, 

Deum Terum, 

Geivtum non (actum ; 
Ven^ adoremus Oominum. 

grege relicto 
Humiles ad cunas 
Vocati pastores approperant ; 

Et nos omnti 
’ Gndu feitiaemus, 
Venit^ adoremut Dominum. 
6 


J^hn Maubum. 



LATIN HYMNS 
Stella duce^ Ma^ 

Christum adorantes, 

Aurum, thus, et mjrrrham dant munera 
Jesu infanti 
Corda przbeamus : 

Venitc, adorcmus Dominum. 

^temi Parcf tis 
Splendorem xtemum 
Velatfim sub came videbimus, 

Deum infantem 
Pannis involute m ; 

Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

Pro nobis egcnunj 
Et Caeno cubantem 
Piis foveamus amplexibus ; 

Sic nos amantem 
Quis non rcdameret ? 

Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

Caotet nunc hynmos 
Chorus angelorum, 

Canterndhc aula cxlestium 
Gloria 

In ezcelsil Deo : 

Venite, adorenAts Doi|iinuiXL. 

Qtii natut 
Die hedienia, 



Catin hymns 

Jesu, tibi sit gloria 
Patris 2temi 
Vcrbum caro factum ! 
Venite, adoremus Dominum. 


CORDE natus tx Parentis 
Ante mundi exordium, 
Alphai et oo cognominatus, 
l^se fons et clausula. 
Omniuip qusc sunt, fuerunt, 
Quacque post futura sunt 
Saeculorum sxculi^ 

Ecce quern vates ^etustis 
Concinebant szculis, 

Quem prophetarum bdeles 
Paginxispoponderant, 
Emicat promissus olim, 
Cunctaque collaudent Deum 
Scculorum saeculis. 

dbeatusortusU^e, 

Virgo cum puerpera 
Edidit nostram salutem 
Feta sancto Spiritu, 

Et puer Redemptor orbis 
Ot sacratum protttlit * 
Ssculorum KBCttiis. 

8 



LATIN HYMNS 
Psallat altitude czU, 

Psallant omnes angeli, 

Quicquid est virtutis usquam 
Psallat in laudem Dei ; 

Nulla lin^aruai silescat, 

Vox et omnis personet 
Szculorum saeculis. 

Te senes, et te ju^ntus, 

Pamilorum te cohors, 

Turba matrum, virginumque 
Simplices puellulae, 

Voce Concordes pudiejs 
Perstrepant concentibus 
*Sxculorum saeculis. 

Tibi, Christe, sit cum Patre 
Agioque Spiritu, 

Hymnus, melos, laus perennis, 

Gratiarum actio, 

Honor, rirtus, et rictoria, 

Regnum, aetemaliter 
Saeculorum saeculis. 

Prudentius. 


NOWElL^ nowell; nowell, oowell. 
Missus est ad Tir^inem angelus Gabriel 

Angebim misit suuii} Deusxumiipotiefis, 

Ut unicum per fiHum c^us salfetur gens. 

■ 9 
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Virgo ave, clamat ille, 0 Maria clemens, 

Concipies ct paries, virgo semper manens. 

Virgo clam tremescit, nam mira valde audit, 

Earn cui est ille missus comfortavitu 
Aitissimi Patris tui virtus obumbravit. 

Cui per flamep sacrum gramtn in te seminavit 

Virgo clemens semper tremens ah veri)a angeli, 
Cui damen consolamen dat responsum illi, 

Miti voce dicens, Ecce ancilla Domini, 

E| secundum tuum verbum, ita dat mihi. 

Virgo Deum genuit verbum, quern alit cum cura, 
Minis Pater, mira Matqr, mira Genitura ; 

Parit virgo solo verbo contra camis jura, 
Perseverante post d ante virgine pura. 

Nobis natus, nobis datus, quern virgo lactavit, 
Atque gifgi, sic sub lege cunctaque creavit, 

Miti corde nos a soide moriendo lavavit ; 

Miserere plebi tujc, Jhesu fili Davit 

Vii;;^ pia, O Maria, pura ut lilia 
Si^onsa Dei, soror ei, mater et dlia, 

Tu Hunc ores, viitores vt fugiant vilia, 

Et aos trahant hue quo gau(ieiit santtonim milia. 


xo 
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I SING of a maiden 
That is makeiess ; ' 

King of afl kings 
To her son she ches ; ^ 

He came also ^ still 
There his mothA* was, 

As dew in April 
That falleth on the grass. 
He came also still 
To his mother’s bower, 

As dew in April 
That falleth on thCi flowe^. 
He came also still 
There his mother lay, 

As dew in April 
That falleth on the spray. 
Mother and maiden 
Was never none but she ; 
Well may such a lady 
God's mother be. 


AS Joseph was a-walking * 
He beard an angd sing 
‘This night shall be bom 
Our beareoly King ; 


Matchless. /CBofe. ’As. 
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* He neither shall be bom 

In l^ousen nor in hall, 

Nor in the place of Paradise, 

But in an ox's stall ; 

* He neither shall be clothed 

In purple nor in pall, 

But all in fain linen 
As were babies all. 

* He neither shall be rocked 

In silver nor in gold, 

^ut in a wooden cradle > 

That rocks on the mould. 

* He neither shall be christened 

In white wine or red,* 

But with fair spring water 
With which were christenW.’ 


NAY, it^, najr, 

It shall not be, i-^ ;' 

Let holly have the masteiy. 

As tfie manner is. 

• 

^pUy stand in the hall, 

Fair to behold f 
Ivy stand without the door,* 

She is full sore a-cold. 

Nay, jvy, nay, etc 


' Cei;^ainly, 
U 
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Holly and his merry men, 

They dancen and they sing ; 

Ivy and her maidens 
They weepen and they wring. 

•Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

Ivy hath a kybe,* 

She caught it with the cold ; 

So mot they 111 have ae,^ 

That with ivy hold. 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

Holly hath berries 
As red as any rose, 

Th^ foster ' [and] the hunters 
Keep them from the does. 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 


Ivy hath berries 
As black as any sloe ; 

There come the owl 
And eat him as she go. 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

Holly hktti bird^ 

A full (air flock, 

The nightingifie, the popinjay. 

The gentle laverock.. 

Nay, hry, najr, etc. 

•ChilblaiiL ’ Evety.ooe. ’ Forester. 
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Good ivy, 

Wkat btrdis hast thou ? 
None but the howlet 
That krey ' * how, how.’ 

Nay, i^, nay, 

It shall not»be, i-wis ; 

Let holly have the mastery 
As the manner is. 


Al Bethlehem that noble place, 

As by prophecy said it was. 

Of the Virgin Mary full of graf e, 
Salvator mundi natus e*st 

Be we mert>in this feast, 

In quo S^vator natus est 

On Christmas night an angel it told 
To the snepherds, peeping their fold, 
That into Bethlehem with beasts wold,^ 
Salvat^ mundi natus est 
Be we me^ry, etc. 

Tfte shepherd^ were compassed right, 
About them was a full great light ; • 
Dread ye nought, said the angel tnjght, 
Salvator mundi natus est * 

Be we merry, ett 

16 
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Behold to you we bring great joy ; 
For why ' Jesus is bom this day ; 
To us, of Mary, that mild May, 
Salvator mundi natus est 
Be we mcnry, etc. 

And thus in faith find it ye shall. 
Lying poorly in an oxes-stall. 

The shepherds then God lauded all. 
Quia Salvator mundi natus est 
we merry, etc. 


THIS endris“ night 
I saw a sights . 

A star as brignt as day ; 

And ever among 
A maiden sung, 

Lullay, byby, luUay. 

This lovely lady sat and sang,andto her childli said- 
‘My son, my brother, my father dear, why liest 
^ou thus in hayd 
My sweetie brid,^ 

Thus it is betid 
Though thou be King ; 

But, nlvertheless, 

1 will not cease 
To sing byby, lullay.* 

\Becaose. * Last* ^ * Hay. « Bird. 

"c X7 
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The child then spike; in his talking he to his 
QOther said— 

* 1 bekid‘ am king, in crib though I be laid ; 

For angels bright 
Down to me light, 

Thou knowest it is no nay. 

And pi that sight 
Thou mayest be light, 

To sing byby, lullay.’* 

* Now, sweet son, since thou art king, why art thou 

Udd in stall ? 

Why not thou ordain thy bedding in some great 
king's hail ? 

Methinketh it is right 
That king or knight* 

Should be in goo<f array; 

And them* among 
It were no wrong 
To sing byby, luUay.’ 

^ Mary, Another, I am thy child, though I be laid in 
stall. 

Lords and dukes shall worship me, and so 
kffigiisaU. * 

Ye shall well see, 

That ki^s tltree. 

Shall come dli the twelfth day; 

For this behest 
Give me thy breasi, 

And ling byb y, loUsy.' 

* Signified, p.p. of ^bddnnfn/ 
tfi 
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* Now tell me, sweet son, I thee pray, thou art my 

lore and dear. 

How should 1 keep thee to thy pay,^ and make thee 
glad of cheer? 

For all Ihy will 
iVrould fulfil, 

Thou weet’st full well in fay.^ 

And for all this 
I wil]*thee*kiss, 

And sing byby, luUay.’ 

* My dear mother, when time it be, take thou me 

up aloft, 

And set me upon thy knee, and handle meiiill soft 
And in thy arm 
Thou wUt m<^ wand. 

And keep night and (^y ; 

If 1 weep 

And may not sleep, 

Thou sing byby, lullay/ 

* Now, sweet son, since it is so, all things are at 

thy will, 

1 pmy thee grant to me a boon if it be right aad skill, 
That child or man, 

*TlSat will and can,* 

Be merxy upon ipj dtf; 

To bUlB them ^ring, 

And I shall sing 

bjrby) luUaj. 

. • 


CmtenL 
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SAINT STEPHEN was a clerk 
In King Herod^s hall, 

And served him of bread and cloth 
As ever king bSefall. 

Stephen out of kitchen came, 

With boares head on hand, 

He saw a sta/ was fair and bright 
Overt Bethlehem stand. 

He kist' adown the l)oares head 
And went into the hall : 

‘ I forsake thee, King Herod, 

Add thy work^s all. 

' 1 fbrsake thee. King Herod, 

And thy work^s all ; 

There is a child in Bethlehem bom 
Is better than we all.* 

‘ What aileth thee, Stephen ? 

>3|^t is thee befall ? 

Lacketh thee either meat or drink 
In Kipg HenxUis hall? * 

* Lacketh me i^tber meatue dri^ 
In King Hemdlis baU; 

There is a child in Bethlehem bora 

mis better than we alL* 



£Xrly carols 

* What aileth thee^ Stephen ? 

Ar^thou wode^ or thou ginnest to breed ? ^ 
Lacketh thee either gold or fee 
Or any richi: weed ? ’ * 

* Lackfth me neither gold or fee, 

Ne none riche weed ; 

There is a child in Bethlehem bom 
Shall helpen us at our need.’ 

‘That Is al so‘ sooth, Stcnhen. 

•A1 so sooth, i-wis, ’ 

As this capon crow^ shall 
That lieth here in my dish.’ 

That word was not so soon sifid, 

That word intthit hall, 

The capon crew, ‘ Christus natus est,’ 
Among the lord^s all. 

‘ Riseth up, my tormentors, 

By two and all by one, 

And leadeth Stephen out of this town, 

Jlnd stoneth hhn with stone.’ 

Tookmi they then^phen 
And stoned him in thewa^^ 

And therefore is his even 
On Christte own di|. 


Ml«t >Upbtald. * Cer(aiiii]r, 
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OF THE^NATfVITY OF CHRIST 

Rorate Cocli dcsupcr ! 

Heavens distil yc^ur balmy showers, 

For now is rilen the Ijright daystar 
From the Rose Mary, flower of flowers ; 
The clear sun, whom no cloud devours, 
Surmor-nting Phcebus in Ihe cast. 

Is comen of his heavenly towers ; 

£t nobis Puer natus est. 

Arcii^gels, angels, dominations^ 

Thrones, potentates, and martyrs %cir,’ 
And all the heavenly operations. 

Star, planet, Armament, and sphere, 
Fire, earth, air, and water clear. 

To Him give loving, most and Hast, 

That come is in so meek maneir ; 

£t nobis Puer natus est 

• * 

Sinners be glad, and penance do, 

And thank your Maker heartily, 

For He, that jt might not come to, 

To you is comln full humbly, 

Your souUis with His blood to buy, 

• 


•o 


*4Mai^. 


25 



OF THE NATIVITY OF CHRIST 
And loose jrou of the fiend's arrest^ 

And only of His own mercy ; 

Pro nobis Puer natus est 

Celestial fowl^s in the air» 

Sing with your notes upon hight, 

In hrthiis anc) forests fair. 

Be mirthful now, at all your might, 

For passed is your dully night ; 

Aurora has the cloudis percea, 

Thetsun is risen with gladsome light, 
^t nobis Puer natus est 

Now spring up dowres from the root, 
Revert you upward naturally, 

In honour of the blessed fruit* 

That rose up from the Rose Mary ; 
Lay out your leaves lustily, 

From dead take life now, at the least. 

In wopship of that Prince worthy, 

Qui nobis Puer natus est 

Sing haiven imperial, most of height, 

» Regions of air make harmony ; 

A]1 fish in floud, and fowl of flight. 

Be mirthful and make^melody ; 

All Gloria in Excelsis oy^ < 

Heaven, earth, sea, man, bird, and beast, 
He that is crowned above* the sky. 

Pro nobis Puer oatus*est 
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As 1 in hoary winter’s night stood shiveriQg in the 
snow, . 

Surprised I was with sudden heat which made my 
•heart to glow ; ^ 

And lifting up a fearful eye to view what fire was 
near. • ^ 

A pretty Babe all bumii^ bright did in the lir 
appear. 

Who scorchha ^pui ezceeoing beat such floods of 
tears did shed. 

As tfaoufl^ His floods shotiHd quench his flames 
«ftth what His tesA w^ fed ; 
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tHE BURNING BABE 

Alas, quoth He, but newly born in fiery heats of fry, 

Yet«onq approach to warm their hearts or feel my 
fire but I. 

My faultless breast the furnace is, the fuel wound- 
ing thorns, 

Love 4$ the fire, and sighs the smoke, the ashes 
shame aqd scorns ; 

The fuel Justice layeth on, and Mercy blows the 
coals ; 

The metal in this furnace" wrought are, men’s 
defiled souls ; 

l^or which, as now on fire 1 am, to work them to 
their good, 

So will I melt into a bath, to wash them in my 
blood: ^ , 

With this He vanished out *of sight, and swiftly 
shrunk away,* 

And straight I called unto mind that it was 
Christmas day. 

Robert Southwell. 


kkw PRINCE, HE’S? POMP 

Behold a tUly tender Babe 
In freeaing winter night, 

In boinety nuuiger trdnbting lies 
Ahipl a piteous sighL 
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NEW PRINCE, NEW POMP 
The inns are full, no man will 3ricld 
This little Pilgrim bed ; 

But forced He is with silly beasts 
In crib to shroud His head. 

Despis/^flim not for l3ring there, 
First what He is inquire ; 

An orient pearl is often found ^ 

In depth o^dirtysp^c. 


Weigh not His crib, His .wooden dish, 
Nor beast that b/ Him feed ; 

Weigh not His mother’s poor attire, 
hk>rJoscph’s simple weed. 


This* 2 !able is a prince’s court, 

This crib His chair of state ; 

The beasts are parcel of His pomp. 
The wooden dish His plate. 


Th( persons in that poor attire 
His royal liyeries wear ; 

The Princt Himself is come from heaven. 
This pomp is prizM there. 

With joy approach, O thristian wight ! 

Do homage to thy Ktog ; 

And highly pra^ this humble pomp* 
Wl^ph He fironj hcai%n doth bring. 



Btew heaven, new war 


NEW HEAVEN, NEW WAR 

Come to your heaven, you heavenly quirw 1 
Eartlf hath the heaven of your desires : 
Remove your dwelling to your God, 

A stall is now His best abode ; ^ 

Sith men their homage do dei^, 

Come, angels, all their faults supply. 

^is chilling cold doth heit require, 

Come, Seraphim, in lieu of hre ; 

This little ark no cover hath, 

Let Cherubs’ wings His body swathe ; 
Come, Raphael, this Babe must eat, 
Provide our liltle*robie meat 

Let Gabriel be now His groom, 

That hrdt took up His earthly room ; 

Let Michael standi His defence, 

Whom love hath linked to feeble sense ; 
Let Grices rock when He doth cry, 

And Angels sin^ His lullaby. 

’ne same you saw in ngivenly seat. 

Is He that now sucks Man^^s teat ; • 
Agnise^ your King a mortal wighk 
His bo r r o wed weeds not your sight ; 

' Ad|iioiHedge. ** Hioders. 
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NEW HEAVEN, NEW WAR 
Come, kiss the manger where He lies ; 
That is your bliss above the skies. 

This little Babe so few dajrs old, 

Is come to rifle Satan’s fold, 

All hell doth at His presence quake, 
Though He Himself for cold do shake ; 
For in this weak u|armM wise 
The gates of hell rts will surprise. 

With tears He fights and wins the field, 
His naked breast stands for 4 shield ; 

His battering shot are babish cries ; 
Hisjurows, looks df weeping eyes ; 

His martial ensigns, *pold and need ; 

flfish His warrior’s st^d. 

His camp is pitched in a stall, 

His bulwark but a broken wall, 

His crib His trench, hay*stalks^is stakes, 
Of shepherds He His muster takes ; 
Anc^thus, as sure His foe to wound, 

The angels' trumps alarum sound. . 

My soul, with Christ join ttiou in^ht ; 
Stick to the toots that He hath pight ; 
Within His crib is sur«^ ward, 

This little Babe will be tiiy guard ; 

If thou wilt foil thy foes with3oy, 

Then ^ not finom this heavoily Boy. 
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A CHILD MY CHOICE 


A CHILD MY CHOICE 

Let folly praise that fancy loves, 

I praise and love that Ct^d, 

Whose heart no thought, who^ tongue no word, 
Whose head no deed defiled. 

H praise Him most, I love Him* best, 

All praise and love is His ; 

While Him I love, in Him I livi,; 

And cannot live amiss. 

Love's sweetek mark, laud’s highest theme, 
.Man’s most desired light. 

To love Jiim life, to leave Him death, 

To live in Him dflight 

He mine by gift, I His by debt, 

^ Thus each to other due, 

F^rst friend He was, b^ friend He is, * 

AU times will tiy Him, true. 

Though young, yet wise ; though small, yet strong ; 

Though man, yet (M He is ; 

As wise He knows, as^stropg He can, 

AsXkKl He loves to blesa 
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NATIVITY 

His knowledge rules, His strength defends, 
His love doth cherish all ; 

His birth our joy. His life our light, 

His death our end of thrall. 

Alas ! He weeps, He sighs, He pants. 

Yet doth His angels sing ; * 

Out of His tears. His sighs and throbs, 
Doth bud a*joyfii> spring. 


Almighty Babe, whose tender arms 
Can force all foes to fly, * 
Correct my faults, protect my life, 
Dtrect me when rdie I 


nativity 

Immensity, cloister’d in thy dear womb, 

Now leaves his well-beloved imprisonment; 

There He bath made Himself to bis intent, 

Weak enoogh now into our^world to come : 

But oh I for thee, for Him^ bath Iti’ inn no room ? 
Yet lay Him ta Hissrti^ and from th’ orient 
Stars and wise men wUl travel, to prevent 
Th* effect of Herod’s jealous general doom. 

See’st thou, my soul I with t&y faith’s eye, how He, 
WhidsfiUf all placey yeit node holds Him, do(b lie I 
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POR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Was not His pity towards thee wondrous high, 

That would have need to be pitied by thee ? 

Kiss Him, and with Him into Egypt go. 

With His kind mother who partakes thy woe. 

John Donne. 


FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Immortal Babe, who this dear day 
Didst ehange Thine heaven for our clay, 

And didst with desh Thy godhead veil. 

Eternal Spn of God, all hail 1 

Shine, happy star ; ye ^ngels, sing 
Glory on high to heaven's King : 

Run, shepherds, leave your nightly watch, " ' 

Sec heaven come down to Bethlehem’s cratch. 

Worship^ ye sages of the east. 

The King of gods ip meanness dressed, 

O blessed maid, smile and adore 
The Go^thy womb and arms have bore. 

Star, angels, shepherds, and wise sages^ 

Thou viigin glon^of ah ages, 

Restore frame of heavAi and earthy 
Joy in your dear Redeemer's birth ! 

* Bishop Halt 
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HYMN ON THE NATIVITY 


AN HYMN ON THE NATIVITY OF MY 
SAVIOUR 

I sing the birth was bom to>night, 

The Author both of life and light, 

The angel so did sound it : 

And like the ravished shepherds said, 

Who saw the*light*dnd were afraid, 

Yet Searched, and true they found it. 

The Son of God, th’^Eteihal King, 

That did us all salvation bring, 

And freed the soul from danger ; 

He ^^hom the wholiworld qould not take. 

The Word, which heSiven and earth did make, 
^as iToWlaid in a manger. 

The Father’s wisdom willed it so, 

The Son’s obedience knew no No, 

Both wills were in one stature ; 

And as that wisdom had decreed, 

Th^Word was now made flesh indeed, 

And took on Him our nature. 

What comfort by Him do wt win, 

WHio made Himself the price of ^n 
To make us*heirs«f^lory I 
To see this Babe, all innocence, 

A martyr bom in our d^ence : 

Can man forget the s^ry? 

Ben Jonson. 
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OF THE EPIPHANY 


OF THE EPIPHANY 

Fair eastern star, that art ordained to run 
BefoiV the sages, to the rising sun. 

Here cease thy course, and wonder that the cloud 
Of this poor stable can thy Ma]^er shroud : 

Ye heavenly bodies glory to be bright, 

And are esteemed as ye are rich in light, • 

But h«re on earth is taught a different way, 

^ince under this low roof the Highest lay. 
Jerusalen^ erects her stately towers, 

Displays her windows and ado^.is her bowers \ 

Yet there thou must not cast a trembling spark. 
Let Herod's palace still continue dar|f ; 

Each school afld*synagogue thy force repels, 

There Pride enthroned in misty error dwells ; 

The temple, where the priests maintain their quire. 
Shall ta^e no beam of thy celestial hre, 

While this weak cdttage all thy splendour takes : 
A joyful gate of every chink it makes. 

Here shtnes no golden roof, no ivory stair, 

No king exalted in a stately chair, 

Gilt with attendants, or by heralds styled, 

But straw and hay enwrap a speechless Child. 

Yet Sabae's lords before this Bkbe ukfold 
. Their treasures, offering incense, ftsyrrh, and gold. 

The crib becomes an altar : therefore dies 
Nooa^nor sheep; for ibth^ (odder lies ^ 
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OF THE EPIPHANY 
The Prince of Peace, who, thankful for His bed, 
Destroys those rites in which their blood was sued 
The quintessence of earth he takes, and fees, 

And precious gums distilled from weeping trees ; 
Rich metals an(^ sweet odours now declare 
The glorious blessings which His laws prepare, 

To clear us from the base and loathsome flood 
Of sense, and make^us At for angels’ food, 

Who lift to G«)d for us the holy smoke 
Of fervent prayers with which we Him invoke, 

And try our actions in the searching Are, 

By which the Seraphims bur lips inspire : 

No muddy dross pure minerals shall ii\{^t. 

We shall exhale oV^ vapours up direct: 

No korm shall cross, nor glittering lights deface 
Peipet ual sigj is which seek a happy place. 

Sir John Beaumont 
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THE ANGELS 


THE ANGELS, 

Run, shepherds, run, where Bethlehem blest 
appears. ^ 

We bring the best of news ; be not dismayed ; 

A Saviour there is bom more old than years, 
Amidst heaven’s rollin|^ height this earttf who 
stayed. 

In a poor cottage inned, a virgin mai(]^ . 

A weakling did Hi?l\bear, Who all upbears ; 

There is He poorly* swaddled, in manger laid, 

To y ho rn too narrow *swaddlings are our spheres : 
Run, shepherds, run, and solemnise His birth. 
This is that night—no, day, grown great with 
bliss, 

In which the power of Satan broken is : 

In heaven be glory, peace unto Aie earth ! 

Thus singing, through the air the angels swam, 
Aifil cope of stars re>ecboM the same. 

William Drummond . 
tf Hawtbomden. 
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THE SHEPHERDS 


TH^ SHEPHERDS 
• 

0 than the fairest day, thrice fairer night ! 

Night to blest days in which a sun doth rise, 

Of which that golden eye which dears the skies 
Is but a sparkling ray, a shadow-light 1 
And blessed ye, in siUy pastor’^ sight. 

Mild creatures, in whose warjp crib now lies 
That heaven-sent Youngliag, holy- maid nbom 
Wight, 

Midst, end, b^jg^ning of our propheeieo^ * 
Blest cottage that hath dowers in winter spread, 

. Though withered — blessed grass that hath the 
gi^e 

To deck and be ^ carpet to that place 1 
Thus sang, unto the sounds of oaten reed, 

Befor| the Babe, the shepherds bowed on kgees, 
And springs ran nectar, honey dropped from trees. 
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Sweet baby, sleep ! What ails my dear ? 

What ails my darling thus to cry ? 

Be still, my child, and lend thine >!ar 
To hear me sing thy lullaby. 

*My pretty lamb, forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my dear ; sweet baby, sleep ! 

Thou blessed soul, what ca^ thou fear ? 

What thing tp the^can oiischief do ? 

Thy God is now TJiy Father dear ; 

His holy spouse thy mdther too. 

Sweet baby, then, forbeid’ to wcop ; 

Be stiU, my babe; sweet baby, sleep! 

41 



X ROCKING HYMN 

^Ust thus thy lullaby I sing, 

For thee great blessings ripening be ; 

Thine Eldest Brother is a King, 

And hath a kingdom bought for thee. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep ; 
r Be still, my babe ; sweet b( by, sleep. 

Sweet baby, sleep, and nothing fear ; 

For whosoever thee offends* . 

By thy protector threatened are, 

And God and angels are thy friends. 

Sweet baby, then, fbrbe^ to weep ; 

Be still, my baSe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

When God with us was dwellhig here. 

In little babes He took delight : 

Such innocents as thou, my dear. 

Are ever precious in His sight 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

c 

A little Infant once was He, 

And strength in weakhiss then was laid 

*Upoo His virgin-mother’s knee. 

That power to theemiight be conveyed. 

Sweet baby, then,' forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my babe ; sw^ baby^ sleep. 

In this thy frailty and thy need 
He friends and helpers (foth prepare, 
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A ROCKING HYMN 
Which thee shall cherish, clothe, and feed, 

For of thy weal they tender are. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

The King of kin|p, when He was bom, 

Had not so miith for outward ease ; 

By Him such dressings were not worh. 

Nor such like swr^dling-clothes as these. 

Sweet 6aby, *theo, forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

Within a manger lojdged’thy Lord, 

Where oxen lay and assessed ; 

^ Warm rooms we 5o to thee afford, 

A& easy cradle or h bed. , 

^ Sweet baby, tlfen, forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby^ sleep. 

The wants that He did then sustain 
Have purchased wealth, my babe, for th^e ; 

And by His torments and His pain 
Thy rest and ease secured be. 

» My baby, then, forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

Thou hast,'yet more, to perfprt this, 

A promise and an earnest got * 

Of gaining ereriastitig; bliss, 

Though thou, my bat;«, perceiv’st it not 

Sweet baby, then, forb^ to weep ; 

Be still, my babe^ sweet baby,*sleep. 

George Wither. 
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GLORIA IN EXCELSIS 


GLORIA IN EXCELSIS 

As on the night before this happy mom, 

A blessed angel unto shepherc^ told 

Whd're (in a stable) He was pooify bora, 

Whom nor the earth nor heaven of heavens can hold : 
Thro’ Bethlehem rung 
This news at their returrf ; 

Yea, angels sung 
That God with us was bora ; 

And they made mirth j>ecause we should not mourn. 
Their angel carol sing we, then, 

To God on high all glory oe, 

For peace on earth bestbweth He, 

And sheweth favour unto men. 

This favour Christ vouchsafed for our sake ; 

* To buy us thrones, He in a manger lay ; 

Our weakness took, that we His streng^ might 
take ; 

And was disrobed that He might us array ; 
OuKflesh He wore, 

Our sin to wear away ; 

Our> curse He boiy, 

That we e^pe itjnay: 

And wept for us, that we m(glit sing for aye. 

With angels therefore, mg again, 

To God on high ail g^ry be, 

For peice on earth bestoweth 
A|id sheweth favour unto men. 
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WHO CAN FORGET 


WHO CAN FORGET 

Who can forget— never to be forgot— 

The time, that ail the world in slumber lies, 

When, like the sj^, the singing angels shot, 

To earth, and heaven awaked all his eyes 
To see another sun at midnight rise 
On earth ? Was aever sight of pareil fame, 

For God before man like Himself did frame. 

But God Himself now like a mortal man became. 

A Child He was, and had not learnt to speak, 

That with His word the world before did make ; 
His mother’s arms Him bore. He was so weak, 
That with one han^ the vaults of heaven could 

See how small room my infant I.oi'd'dotb take, 
Whom all the world is not enough to bold I 
Who of His years, or of His age hath told ? 

Never such age so young, never a child so old. 

• 

And yet but newly He was infanted, 

And»yet already He was sought to die ; 

Yet scarcely bom, already banished ; 

Not able y«t to go, and forced to fly : 

But scarcely fled away, wheAby and by 
The tyrant’^sworf^ with blood is all defiled, 

And Rachel, fw her 'sons, with fuiy wild. 

Cries, ‘O thou cruel king, and O my sweetest child I’ ’ 

Egy|>t His nurse became, where Nilus springs, 
Who, straight to entertain t^ rising sun, 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

Tl^e hasty harvest in his bosom bring:s ; 

But now for drought the hclds were all undone, 
And now with waters all is overrun : 

So fast the Cynthian mountains pour’d their snow, 
When once they felt the sun somear them glow, 
Thaf Nilus Egypt lost, and to a |ea did grow. 

The angels carolled loud their song of peace ; 

The cursed oracles were strudcen dumb ; 

To see their Shepherd the poor shepherds press ; 
To sej their King the kingly sophies come^; 

And them to guide unto his Master’s home, 

A star comes dancing up thd orient, 

That springs for joy over the sriawy tent. 

Where gold, to make their Prince a crown, thsy ail 
present, 

Giles Fletcher. 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

[feung to the King in the Presence at Whitehall.] 

Chor.— What sweeter music can we bring 

Than a carol, for to sing 

The biryi of this our heavenly King ? 

Awake the voice 1 awake the string ! 

'Heart, ear, and eye, and every thing 
Awake ! the whilf th|C active huger 
Runs divisions with the'singer. 

[From the flourish they conse to t)ie song.] 

Dark and dull night, fly hace away. 

And give thelionour to this day, 

That jMes December tiim'd toMay. 
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ON THE BIRTH OF OUR SAVIOUR 
If we may ask the reason, say 
The why and wherefore all things here 
Seem like the spring-time of the year? 

Why does the chilling winter’s mom 
Smile like a held^eset with com ? 

Or smell 4ike to £^^ead new shorn, 

Thus on a sudden ? Come and see 
The cause why things thus fragrant be : 

Tis He is bom whose quickening birth 
Gives life and lustre public mirth, 

To heaven and the under-earth. 

Chor.— We see Him’ come, aijd know Him ours, 
Who with His suQshine and His showers 
Tur^s all the patient ground to dowers. 

The Darling of the world is dome, 

An4 fit it is wc find a room 
To welcome Him. The noblcrTiart 
Of all the house here is the heart. 

Chor.—WTiich we will give Him ; and beqaeath 
This holly and this ivy wreath, • 

To do him honour ; who’s our King, 

AndCord of all this revelling. 

Robert Herrick. 

AN ODE ON THE BIRTI^ OF OUR 
SAVIOUR 

In numbers, and j>ut tfiese few, 

I sing Thy birth, O Jesif I 
Thou pretty Baby, boiii^iere * 

With sup’rabundan^ acorn here : 
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6n the birth of our saviour 

Wjjo for Thy princely port here, 

Hadst for Thy place 
Of birth, a base 
Out-s^able for Thy court here. 

Instead of neat enclosures 
Of interwovei} osiers, 

Instead of fragrant posies 
Of daffodils and roses, 

Thy cradle, kingly Stranger? 
c As gospel tells, 

Was nothing else* 

But here a homely mahger. 

But we with silks not crewels,^ 

With sundry precious jewels, * 

And lily work w^l dress Thee ; 

And, as we dispossess Thee 
Of clouts, we *11 make a chamber, 

Sweet Babe, for Thee, 

Of ivory, « 

And plaster'd round with amber. 

7be Jews they did disdain Thee, 

But we will entertain Thee, 

With glories to await&ere 
Upon Thy princely state here, 

And, more for love than pity,* 

From year to year * 

Wellsnake iW Isere 
A fiee»bora of our dty/ 
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CHRISTMAS 


CHRISTMAS 

All after pleasures as I rid one day, 

My hoi%e and Ipoth tired, body and mind. 

With full cry of affections quite astray, 

I took up in the next inn I could hnd. 

There, yhen I came, whom found I but my dear— 
My dearest Lord ; expecting till the grief • 

Of pleasures brought iile to Him ; ready there 

To be all passen^rs* most sweet relief? 

0 THou, whose glorious, yet pntracted, light, 
Wrapt in night’s nftuitle, stole into a manger ; 
Since my darlc soul and brutish isf Thy right. 

To man, of all beasts, be not Tfiou a stranger. 

Furnish and deck my soul, that Thou may^ have 

A better lodging than a rack or grave. 

The Shepherds sing ; and shall 1 silent be ih 
My God, no hymn for thee ? 

My soul 's a*shepherd too ; a Aock it feeds 
Of thoughts and words i^xlVceds. 

The pasture is#Thy word, the streams Thy grace, 
Enriching every plac^ 

Shepherd and flock shali sing| and al^iny powers 
Outsing the daylight hourSl 
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THE MORNING OF CHRISTS NATIVITY 
Then we will chide the sun for letting night 
Take up his place and right : 

We sing one common Lord ; wherefore he should 

Himself the candle hold. 

• 

I will goisearchi^ till I find a sun 
Shall stay till ^e have done ; 

A willing shiner, that shall shine as gladly 
As frost-nipt sups^ook sadly. 

Then we will sing and«hine all our own day, 

And one another pay. 

His beams shall cheer my breast, and both so twine. 
Till ev’n His belms sing and my music shine. 

George Herbert 


ON THE MORNING OF CHRISTS 

nativity 


This is the month, and this the happy mom. 
Wherein the Son of heaven’s eternal King^ 

Of wedded Maid and Virgin-Mother bom. 

Our great redemption from above did bring ; 

For so the holy sages once did sing, 

That He pur deadly forfeit should release. 
And with His F^er work us a perpetual peace. 


That giortous fonn, that ligift unsuSerable, 
And that iar-beanii{ig blazeiof nupcaty, 
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ON THE MORNING 

"herewith he wont at heaven’s high council-table 
To sit the midst of Trinal Unity, 

He laid aside ; and, here with us to be, 
l^rsook the courts of everlasting day. 

And chose with us a darksome h(yse of mortal clay. 

Say,' heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein 
Afford a pre^nt to the Infant God ? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn^or solemn strain, 

To welcome Him to this Hjs new abode, 

Now while the heaven, by the sun’s team u*ntrod. 
Hath took no print of the approaching light, 
And all the spangled host kept watch in squadrons 
bright ? 

See, how from far, upon the ejistern road, 

The star-led wizards haste with odours sweet > 

0 run, prevent th«»with thy humble ode, 

^d lay it lowly at His blessed feet ; 

Have thou the honour first thy Lord to greet, 

And join thy voice unto the angel-quire. 

From out His secret altar touch’d with hallow’d hre. 

THE HYMN 

It was the winter wild, 

While the heaven-bora dhild , 

All meanly wrapt in the hide manger lies ; 
"Nature in awe to Him, 

Had dofiPd hes gaudy trim,t 

With her great Master so tp qrmpathise : 
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OF CHRISTS NATIVITY 
It was no season then for her 
To wanton with the sun, her lusty paramour. 

Only with speecheg fair, 

She WOOS the genUe air 

To Wde her ^ilty front with innocent snow, 
And on her nakecf shame. 

Pollute with sinful blame, 

The saintly veil df maiden-white to throw ; 
Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 

But He, her fears to cease, ' 

Sent down the rfeek-eyed Peace ; 

She, crown’d wth olive green, came softly 
sliding 

Doitn through* the turning sphere, 

His ready harbinger. 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing*. 
And waving wide her myrtle wand. 

She strikes an universal peace through sea and 
land. 

No war, or battle’s sound, 

Was heard the world around : 

The idle spear and shipld^re high up-hung, 
The hooked clvariot «tood 
Unstain'd with hostile 'blood ; 

The trumpet spake hot to the armed throng, 
And kings sat still with awfuf eye, * 

As if they surely kn^w their iovran Lord wss^by. 
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'ON THE MORNING 
But peaceful was the night 
Wherein the Prince of Light 

His reign of peace upon the earth began ; 

The ^nds with wonder whist , 

Smoothly the waters kist, ^ 

fWhispering new joys to the mild ocekn, 

Who now ha^th quite forgot to rave, 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed 
wave. 


The stars with deep amalce 
Stand Ax'd in steadfast gaze, 

Bending one way their precious influence. 

And will not take the^ir flight'. ' 

For all the morning light, 

Or Lucifer that often warn'd them thence f 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 

Until their Lord Himself bespake, and bid them go. 


And though the shady gloom 
Had given day her room, 

The sun himself withheld his wonted speed, 
And hid his head for shame, 

A 3 his inferior flam^ , 

The new enlighten’d world qq more should 
need; 

He saw a greater Sun appear 
Than his bright throne, or burning axletree could 
bear. 
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OF CHRISTS NATIVITY 
The shepherds on the lawn 
Or ere the point of dawn 

Sat simply chatting in a rustic row ; 

Full little thought-diey then 
That the mighty fan 

Was\indly cpme to live with them below 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep, 

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 

When such music sweet 
Their hearts and cars did greet, 

As never was by mortal finger strook ; 
Divinely-warbled voice 
Answering the stringed noise, 

As all their soul^ in blissful rapture took : 

The air such pleasure loth to lose, 

With thousand echoes still prolongf^ach heavenly 
close. 

Nature that heard such sound, 

Beneath the hollow round 

Of Cynthia's seat, the airy region thrilling, 
Now.was almost woo 
To think her part was done. 

And th^ her reign had here its last fulfilling ; 
She knew such harmony alone 

Could hold all heaven and^ear^ in happier union. 

# • 

At last surrounds their sight 
A globe of circular Ughti 

That with long beims the sh a dief a ce d night 
array’d; 
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‘on the morning 

The helmed Cherubim, 

The sworded Seraphim, 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings dis- 
^.^nlay’d, 

Harping in loud and solemn quire, 

With unexpressive notes to rieaven’s new-born 
Heir. , 

Such music as (’tis said) 

Before was never made, 

Bpt when of old the sons of morning sung, 
While the Creator great 
His constellations set, 

And the well-balanced world on hinges hung, 
And cast the dark foundation^ deep, ^ 

And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel 
keep. 

Ring out, ye crystal spheres. 

Once bless our human ears, 

(If ye have power to touch our senses so ;) 

And let your silver chime 
Move intmelodious time, 

^ And let the base of heaven's deep organ blow ; 
And with your ninefold harmony 
Make up full consoij^to ^e angelic symphony. 

For if such holy song 
Enwrap our fancy long, 

Time wilhntn bade, add fetch the age of gold ; 
And speckled Vanity 



OF CHRISTS NATIVITY 
Will sicken soon and die, 

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould 
And Hell itself will pass away, 

And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day, 

Yea, Tn^th and Justice then 
Will down retunf to men. 

Orb’d in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, 
Mercy will sit betwesn. 

Throned in celestial sheen, 

Wilh radiant feet the tissued clouds down 
steering ; 

And heaven, as at s6me festival. 

Will open wide the gates of her high palace-hall. 

But wisest Fate say^ no, 

Th^ must notjret be so. 

The Babe yet lies in smili^ganfShcy, 

That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss ; 

So both Himself and us to glorify : 

Yet first to those ychain’d in sleep, 

The i^akeful trump of doom must thunder through 
the deep. 

With such a horrid clang 
As on Mount Sinai rang, , . 

While the^red fire and smobldering clouds out- 
brake : 

The aged earth aghast i 
With terror of that blasi 

Shall from the furface td the centre shalje ; 
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ON THE MORNING 
When at the world’s last session, 

The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his 
throne. 

And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is, 

But now begins ; for from this happy day 
The old dragon under grout\^ 

In straiter limits bound. 

Not half so far casts bis usurped sway; 

And Wroth to see his kingdom fail. 

Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail. 

The oracles are dumb, 

No voice or hideous hum 

Runs thifiigh the arched roof fti words deceiv- 
ing. ** 

Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more divine. 

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 
No nightly trance, or breathed spell, 

Inspires, the pale-eyed priest from the prosthetic 
cell. 

The lonely mountai^ o’/sr, 

And the resounding shore, ^ 

A voice of weeping heard anc} loud lament ; 
From haunted spring anddale, 

Edged with ^plar pale, * 

T^e parting G^iftis is with sighing sent; 
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OF CHRISTS NATIVITY 
With flower-inwoven tresses tom, 

The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets 
mourn. 

In consecrated ecqth 
And on tfte holy arth 

The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight 
plaint ; 

In urns and altars «round, 

A drear.and dying sound 

Affrights the Flamens at their service qtfaint ; 
And the chill marble, seems tg sweat, 

While each peculiar power foregoes his wonted seat. 


Peor and Ba^im 
Forsake their temples dim, 

With that twice-batter’d gtWtlf Palestine ; 

And mooned Ashtaroth, 

Heaven's queen and mother both, 

Now sits not girt with tapei^’ holy shine ; 

The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn, 

In vaip the Tyrian maids their wounded Tliammuz 
mourn. 


And sullen Moloch, fled. 

Hath left in sbfdows dread 

His burning idol a& of blackest hue ; 

In vain with cymbals' ring 
Th^ call the grisly kingj 

In dismal dance about the fiimace blue ; 
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ON THE MORNING 
The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 

Isis, and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste. 

Nor is Osiris seen 
In Memphian grove or green, 

^Trampling the unshower’d grass with lowings 
loud : 

Nor can he be at rest 
Within his sacred chest, 

Nought but profoundest hell can be his shroud ; 
In vain with timbrell’d anthems dark 
The sable-stoied sorcerers bear his worship! ark. 

He feels from Judah’s land 
The dreadeh Infant’s hand ; 

The rays of Bethlehem bfmd his dusky eyn ; 
Nor all the gods beside 
Longer dare tiibide, 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine : 

Our Babe, to show His Godhead true. 

Can in \iis swaddling bands control the damned 
- crew. * 

So when the sun in bed, 

^ Curtain'd with cloudy red. 

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 

The flocking shadows i^e 
Troop to th' infemfft jail ; » , 

. Each fetter’d ghost slips to ^ several grave, 
And the yellow^skirted Fm 
Fly after thft night^steeo^ 
loved maae. * 
do 


leaving their moon- 



OF CHRISTS NATIVITY 
But see the Virg^in blest 
Hath laid her Babe to rest ; 

Time is our tedious song should here have 
ending : 

Heaven’s youngesVteemed star 
Hath hxld her polish’d car, 

Her sleepiii^ Lord with handmaid lamp 
attending : 

And all about the coarrtly stable 
Bright-hamess’d angels sit in order serviceable. 

John Milton. ' 


A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY 

Chorus. - Come we jhepherds whose blest sight 
Hath met Love's n(y)n in Nature’s night, 

Come, lift we ftp our loftier song, ^ 

And wake the sun that lies tdb Idhg. 

To all our world of well-stol’n joy, 

He slept and dreamt of no such thing, 

While we found out heaven’s fsBrer eye 
And kist the cradle of our King ; 

Tellliim he rises now too late, 

To show us ought worth looking at 

Tell him we now can show him more 
Than e’er he showed to* moi^ sight, 

Than he himself e'er %aw before, 

Which to be slen needs not his light 
Tell him, Thyrsis, where th' hast been, 

Tell him, Tl^rsis, what th’ hast seen. 
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A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY 
T^T. Gloomy night embraced the place 
Where the noble Infant lay, 

The Babe looked up and showed His face ; 

In spite of darkness it was day. 

It was Thy day, Sweet, and did rise 
Not from the East but from Thine eyes. . 
Cliorus.— It was thy day, Sweew, etc. 

THYRS. Winter chid aloud 'and sent 
The angry North to wagtf his wars, 

The l^orth forgot his fierce intent. 

And left perfumes instedd of scars ; 

By those sweet eyes’ persuasive powers, 
Where he meant frost he scattered flowers. 
Chorus.— By those ^eet ey^s, etc. 

BOTH. We slw Jhee in Thy balmy nest. 
Bright dawn of our eternal day I 
^e saw Thine eyes break from their East 
And c^ase the trembling shades away : 
W.-* saw Thee and we blest the sight, 

We saw thee by thine own sweet light 

TIT. Poor world (said I), what wilt thou do 
To entertain this starry Stranger? 

Is this the best thou^an^ bestpw, 

A cold and not too cleanly hunger^ 
Contend, ye powers of heaven ancT earth, 

To fit a bed for this bage birth. 

Chorus.— Contend, ye powers, etc. 



A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY 
THYRS. Proud world (said I), cease your contest, 
And let the mighty Babe alone, 

The Phoenix builds the Phoenix’ nest, 

Love’s architecture is all one. 

The Babe whose birth embraves this mom, 

Made Hfs own b^d ere He was bom. 

Chorus. —The Babe whose birth, etc. 

TIT. I saw the curl’d* drops, soft and slow, 

Coma hovering o’er the place’s head, 

Offering their whitest sheets of snow 
To furnish the fair Infant’s, bed : 

Forbear (said I]^ be not too bold ; 

Your fleece is white, but ’tis too cold, 
thorns.— Forbear (said I), etc, 

thVrs. I saw the obsequioHS straj^bins 
Their rosy fleece of fire bestow ; 

For well they now can spare their wings, 

Since heaven itself lies here below : 

Well done (said I), but are you lure, 

Your down so warm will pass for pure ? 

Chorus,— Well done (said I), etc. 

tit. No, nb, your King ’s not yet to seek 
Where to repose His royal head. 

See, see, how soon, new-blhom’d cheek, 

Twixt ’s mothej^s breasts is gone to bed ; 

Sweet choice (said I), no way ^ut so. 

Not to lie cold, yet sleep in snow. 

Chorus.— Sweet choice (said I), etc 
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A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY 
iSOTH. We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 

Bright dawn of our eternal day ! 

We saw Thine eyes break from Their East 
A^d chase the trembling shades away ; 

We saw Thee and we blest the sight, 

Wc saw Thee by Thine own sweet light 
Chorus. -•-We saw thee, etc. 

Full Chorus.— Welcome all wonder in one sight, 
Eternity shut in a span, ‘ 

Summer in winter, day in night. 

Heaven in earth and God in. man 1 
Great little One I whose all-embrap ing birth 
Lifts earth to heaven, stoops heaven to earth. 

Welcome, though not to gold' nor silk, 

To more thjUi pace’s birthright is, 

Two sister seas of virgin milk, 

With many a rarely-tempered kiss, 

That breathes at once both maid and mother 
\2^rais in the one*and cools in the other. 

She sin^ thy tears asleep, and dips 
Her kisses in thy weeping eye ; 

She spreads the red leaves of thy lips * 

That in their buds yet blushing lie : 

She 'gainst those rilother-di^monds ^es 
Tk( points of her young eagle's ^yts. 

Welcome, th6ug^ nc^ to tkose gay dies 
Gilded r the beams* of earthly kings, 



SATAN’S SIGHT OF THE NATIVITY 
Slippery souls in smiling e3res, 

But to poor shepherds’ home>spun things ; 
Whose wealth ’s their flock, whose wit to be 
Well read in thei^ simplicity. 


Yet when young|Aprirs husband-showers 
Shall bless the fruitful Maia’s bed/ 

We ’ll bring the first-^om of her flowers 
To kiss Thy fedt anc} crown Thy head : 

To Thee, dread Lamb, whose love must keep 
The shepherds more th^n they their sheep. • 

To Thee, meek* Majesty ! soft King 
Of simple graces ftpd sweet loves. 

Each of u%his lamtAwill bring. 

Each his pair of silver doves, 

Till burnt at last in fire of Thy fair eyes. 

Ourselves become our own best sacrifice. 

Richard Erashaw. 


SATAN’S gIGHT OF THE NATIVITY 

Heaven’s golden-wingM tieral^ late he saw. 

To a poor Galilean vifigin sent : 

How low the biilcht youth bowed, and with what 
awe 

Immortal flowers to her (air hand present 



‘SATAN’S SIGHT OF THE NATIVITY 
He saw th’ old Hebrew’s womb neg^lect the law 
Of age and barrenness, and her babe prevent 
His birth by his devotion, who began 
Betimes to be a saint, befor^ a man. 


He*saw rich nectar thaws release the rigour 
Of th’ icy north, from frost-bound Atlas’ hands 
His adamantine fetters fall ; ^reen vigour 
Gladding the Scythian rock^ and Libyan sands. 

* He saw a vernal smile sweetly disfigure ' 
WinteVs sad face, and through the flowery lands 
Of fair Engaddi’s honey-sweating fountains 
With manna, milk, and balm new broach the 
mountains. 


He saw how in t|^at jjlest day-bearing night 
The heaven-rebuked shades made haste away ; 
How bright a dawn of angels with new light 
Amazed* the midnight world, and made a day 
Qi^hich the momteg knew not ; mad with spight 
He mark'd how the poor shepherds ran to pay 
Thefr simple tribute to the Babe, whose filirth 
Was the great business both of heaven and 
earth. 


He/Miw a threefold sun withYich indtase 
Ric proud the ruby portals of tBe East, 
He saw the temple sacred to sweet peace 
Adore her Prince's biith flat on her breast 
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SATAN’S SIGHT OF THE NATIVITY 
He saw the falling idols all confess 
A coming Deity. He saw the nest 

Of poisonous and unnatural loves, earth-nurst, 
Touch'd witl^ the world’s true antidote, to 
burst 


He saw heaven blossom with a new-tfom light. 

On which, as on a glorious stranger, gazed 
The golden eyes oT night, whose beam made bright 
The waiV to Bethlem ; and as boldly blazed 
(Nor ask’d leave of the sun) by day as nightf 
By whom (as heaven’s illustcious handmaid) raised 
Three kings orf what is more, three wise men went 
Westward to find the world’s true orient 


That the great angel-blinding light should shrink 
His blaze to shine in a poor shepherd’s eye, 

That the unmeasured God so low should $ink 
As Pris’ner in a few poor rags Hb lie, 

That from His mother’s breast He milk should flnnk 
Who*tccds vrith nectar heaven’s fair family. 

That a vile manger His low bed should prove 
Who id a throne of stars thunders above : 


That He, whom the dUn serves, should fainU^^p 
Through douds^of infant flesh ; that He the old'^ ‘ 
Eternal Word should be a Child and weep, 

That He who made the fire should fear the cold : 
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‘A HYMN FOR THE EPIPHANY 

That heaven's high majesty His court should keep 

In a day cottage, by each blast controU’d : 

That glory’s self should serve our griefs and 
fears, 

And free Eternity submit to years ; 

And further, ^at the law’s etemii Giver 
Should bleed in His own law’s obedience ; 

And to the circumcising knifb driver 
^ Himself, the forfeit of His slave’s offence ; 

That ^e unblemish’d Lamb, blessed for, ever, 
Should take the mark of Sin, and pain of sense 
These are the knotty riddles, whose dark doubt 
Entangle his lost thoughts past getting out. 


A HYMN FOR THE EPIPHANY 

a 

[Sung as by the three kings.] 
fSPSUNG. Bright Babel whose awful beauties 
makf 

The mom incur a sweet mistake ; 

*2nd KING. For whom the offidous heavens devise 
To disinherit the sun’s rise ; 

^rdKlKG. Delicat^y to displace 
Th^Ayi and plant it fairer id" thy fai^ ; 
xSkING. O Thou bora King of Ipves ! 
and KING. (K lights*! 

3rd KING. Of joys! • 
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A HYMN FOR THE EPIPHANY 

Chorus. — Look up, sweet Babe, look up and see’l 
For love of Thee, 

Thus far from home, 

The East is come , 

To seek herself in Thy sweet eyes. 

1st KING. We vfeo strangely went astray. 

Lost in a bright 
Meridian night ; 

2nd KING. A darknesi; made of too much day ; 
3rd KING. Beckoned from far, 

By thy fair star, 

Lo, at last have^found our way. 

Chorus.— To thee, thou Day of Night ; thou East 
^fWest! 

Lo, we at last ^ave found the way 
To fhee, the world’s great uniyersal East, 

The general and indifferent day. 

1st KING. All-circling point 1 all-centring «phere I 
The world’s one, round, eternal year : 

2nd KING. Whose full and all-unwrinkled fadS, 
Nor smks nor swells, with time or place ; • 

3rd KING. But everywhere and every while 
Is one consistent solid smile, 
lat KING. Not vexed and tost, 

2nd KING. Twixt tpiing'and {rost ; 

3nl KING! Nor by alfemate shreds of light. 
Sordidly shiftingiliands with shades and nighi. 

Chorus.— O little AIJ, in Tbf embrace, 

The world Iks warm and likes his place ; 
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V HYMN FOR THE EPIPHANY 
^or does his full globe fail to be 
Kissed on both his cheeks by Thee ; 

Time is too narrow for Thy year, 

Nor mukes the whole world Thy half-sphere. 

Therefore, to Thee, and Thine auspicious ray, 
(Dread sweet t), lo thus, ' 

At least by us, 

The delegated eye of day, ‘ » 

Does hrst his sceptre, th'en himself, in solemn 
tribute pay : 

Thus he undresses 

His sacred unshorn tresses ; 

At thy adored feet thus he lays down, 

1st KING. His glorious tire i . 

Of flame and fire, 

2nd KING. His^glitjering robe, 

3rd KING. His sparkling crown, 

* 1st KING. His gold, 

2nd KING. His myrrh, 

KING. His frankincense, 

ciorus. “ To which he now has no pretence ; 

For beiiflg: show’d by this day’s light, how fa^ 

« He is from sun, enough to make thy star, 

His best ambition now is but to be 
Something a brighter shadow, sweet 1 of thee. 

Or oj heaven's azure foreheacMiigh to stand, 

.Tby golden index ; with a duteous hand 
Pointing us home to our own Su^, 

The world's ^d his kyperioo. 
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HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 


HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

[Being a dialogue between three shepherds] 

ist. Where is this blessed Babe 
That hath ma!^e 

All the world so full of joy 
And expectation ; “* 

That glorious Boy 
That crowns each nation 

With a triumphant wreath of blessedness ? 

2nd. Where shdUld He be but in the throng, 

And among 

His angel ministers, ^at sing* 

And take wing 

Just as may echo to His voice,"* 

And rejoice, 

When wing and tongue and all 

May so procure their happiness ?, 

%t he hath other waiters now : 

A poor cow, 

An ox and mule, stand and behold, 

And wonder 

That a stable should enfold 
Him that am thunder. 

Chorus.— O wl^t a gracious Uo<l have we, 

How good ! how^great I even as our i^isery. 

Jeremy Tajrlor. 
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HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 


HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Aw^kc} my soul, and come away : 

Put on thy best array ; 
t-est if thou longer stay 
THou lose some minutes of so blest a day. 

Go run, 

And bid good-morrow to the sun ; 

• Welcome his safe return 

To Capricorn, 

And that great morn 
Wherein a God was bom, 

Whose stSry none can tell 
But He whose every, word s u; miracle. 

To-day Almightines§ grew weak ; 

. The Word itself was mute and could not speak. 

That Jacob’s star which made the sun^ 

To dazzle if he dirst look on, 

mantled o'er in Bethlehem’s night, 
Borrowad a star to show him light 
He that begirt each zone, 

* To whom both poles are one, 

Who grasped the zodiac in his hand 
And m&de it move^r stand, 

Is mw by nature man, 

By stature but a span ; 

Eternity is naw grm^ short ; 

A King is bom without a court ; 
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THE SHEPHERDS 

The water thirsts, the fountain 's dry ; 

And life, being bom, made apt to die. 

Chorus.— Then let^ur praises emulate and Vie* 
With^His humility 1 
Since He 's exiled*from skies 
That we miglft rise,— 

From low estate of meg 
Let 's sing Him up* again ! 

Each min wind up his heart 
To bear a part 

In that angelic choir and show 
His glory high as He was low. 

Let sing towards men good-will and charity. 
Peace upon earth, gQfry to God on high ! 

^Hallelujah! Halleluj«^l 


THE SHEPHERDS 


Sweet, harmless live{r]s 1 on whose holy leisure. 
Waits innocence and pleasure ; 

Whose leaders to those pastures and clear springs 
Were patriarchs, saints, and togs ; 

How happte'd it that (n the dead of night 
You only saw tpe light, 

While Palestine was fast asle^, and 4ay 
Without one thought of day*? 
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THE SHEPHERDS 

^as it because those first and blessM swains 
Were pilgrims on those plains 
When they received the promise, for which now 
Twa§ there first shown to you ? 

Tis\rue he loves that dust whereon they go 
That serve him here below, • 

And therefore might for memory pf those 
His love there first disclose ; 

But wretched Salem, once hfs loye, must now 
No voice nor vision know ; 

Her stately piles with all their height and pride 
Now languished and died, 

And Bethlem’s humblfe cots above them stept 
While all her seers slept ; 

Her cedar, fir, hewed stones, ^d gold were aK 
Polluted through their fall / 

And those once sacred mansions were now 
Mere emptin^ and show. 

This made the angel call at reeds and thatch, 

Yet where the shepherds watch, 

^d God's own lodging, though he could not lack, 
"rt be a common rack. 

No costly pride, no soft-clothed luxury 
In those thin cells could lie ; 

Each stirring wind and storm blew through their 
cots, 

W^di never ha^ured plots ; 

Only content and love and hdmblej^ * 

Lived there without all noise ; t 
Perhaps some harmtbs cares for the next day 
.Did in their bosoms play, 
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CHRISTS NATIVITY 
As where to lead their sheep, what silent nook, 
What springs or shades to look ; 

But that was all ; and now with gladsome care 
They for the town prepare ; 

They leave their flock, and in a busy talk 
All towards Bethlem walk, 

To seek their soil’s great Shepherd, \yho was come 
To bring all stragglers home; 

Where now they flnd Him out, and, taught before, 
That,Lamb of God adore. 

That Lamb, whose days great kings and prophets 
wished 

And longed to see, but missed. 

The first light they beheld was bright and gay, 

Aftd turned their ijight to day ; 

But to this lat^r liglit they saw in Him 
Their day was dark and dip. 

^enry Vaughan. 


CHRISTS NATIVITY 

Awal^ glad heart ! get up and sing ! 

It is the Birthday of thy King. 

Awakei awake 1 
The sun doth shake . 

Light from hp loclt!^ and, all ^e way 
Breathing perfumes, doth spice the day. 

4 

Awake ! awakc^l hark bow th* wood rings, 
Winds whisper, and the busy springs 
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‘CHRISTS NATIVITY 
^ A concert make 1 
Awake! awake! 

Man is their high-priest, and should rise 
To offer up the sacrifice. 

I ^grould I were a bird or star, 

Fluttering it) woods, or lifted far* 

Above this inn. 

And road of sin ! 

Then either star or bird should be 
Shining or singing still to Thee. 

I would I had in my best part 
Fit rooms for Thee ! or that my heart 
Were so clean as 
Thy manger was ! 

But I am all filth, and obscene : 

Yet, if thou wilt. Thou canst make clean. 

Sweet Jesu ! will then. Let no more 
This leper haunt and soil thy door ! 

Cure him, ease him, 

O release him ! 

And let once more, by mystic birth. 

The Lord of life be bom in earth. 
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THE SHEPHERDS’ SONG 


THE SHEPHERDS’ SONG 

Sweet musii, sweeter far 
Than any songys sweet : 

Sweet music,* heavenly rare, 

Mine ears, O peers, doth greet. 

You gentle flocks, whose fleeces pearled with dew, 
Resemble heaven, whom golden drops make 
bright, , 

Listen, O listen, now, O not to you 
Our pipes make sport to shorten weary night : 

But voicep*mosC divine 
Make blissful harmony : 

Voices that seem to shine, 

For what else clears the sky ? 

Tunes can we hear, but not the singers see, 

The tunes divine, and so the siSgers be. 

Lo, how the Armament 
Within an azure fold 

The flock of stars hath pent, 

That we might them behold, 

Yet from theif beamj proceedehi not this light, 

Nor can theirxrrystals such reflection give. 

What then doth make the el6nent so bright ? 

The heavens are come down upon earth to liv^ 
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SHEPHERDS’ SONG 
But hearken to the song, 

Glory to glory’s King, 

And peace all men among, 

These quiristers do sing. 

Angels they are, as also (shepherds) He 
Whom in our fear we do admire to see. 

Let not dmazement blind ' 

Your souls, said he, annoy : 

To you and all mankind 
My message bringeth joy. 

For lofl the world’s great Shepherd now is bom, 

A blessed Babe, an Infant fu41 of power : 

After long night uprisen is the mom, 

Renowning Bcthlem in the Saviour. 

Sprung is the perfect day, ‘ 

By prophets seen afar : 

Sprung is the miHhful May, 

Which winter cannot mar. 

In David’s city doth this Sun appear 
Clouded in flesh, y^ t, shepherds, sit we here ? 

Edmund Bolton 


AND THEY LAID HIM IN A MANGER 

Happy crib, that wert alone 
To my 6od, bed, cpdle, throne ! 

Whilst thy glorious vileness t 
View with divine fancy’s eye. 

Sordid filth seems all the cost, < 

Sfate, and splendour, c ro w n s do boast 
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THEY LAID HIM IN A MANGER 
See heaven’s sacred majesty 
Humbled beneath poverty ; 

Swaddled up in homely rags, 

On a bed of straw^and dags I 
He whose hands the heavens display’d, 

And the world’s foundations laid, 

From the world ^most exiled, 

Of all ornaments despoil’d. 

Perfumes bathe lym nbt, new-born, 

Persiar^ mantles not adorn ; 

Nor do the rich roofs look bright. 

With the jasper’s orient light 
Where, O royal Infsint, be * 

Th’ ensigns of Thy majesty ; 

Thy^ire’s equalisii\j^ state ; 

And Thy sceptre thSjt rules fale ? 

Where ’s Thy angel-guarded {hrone, * 

Whence Thy laws Thou didst maJe known— 
Laws which heaven, earth, hell obey’d ? 

These, ah ! these aside he laid ; 

Would the emblem be -of prid» 

By humility outvied ? 

Sir Edward Sherburne. 


AT THE SIGN OF THE HEART 

But art Thou come* dear Savioar ? hath Thy love 
Thus made Thee stoop, and leave Thy throne above 

Thy lofty heaveas, and thus thyself to dress 
In dust to visit mortals? Couid no less 
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THE SIGN OF THE HEART 
A condescension serve ? and after all 
, The mean reception of a cratch and stall? 

Dear Lord, 1 11 fetch Thee thence ! I have a room 
(Tis poor, but ’tis my best) if Thwi wilt come 

Within so small a cell, where I would fain , 

Mine and the world’s Redeemer edtertain, 

* t 

I mean, my Heart : ’tis sluttish, I confess. 

And will not mend Thy lodging. Lord, unless 

•Thou send before Thy harbinger, I mean ^ 

Thy pufe and purging Grace, to make it clean 

And sweep its nasty comers ; then I ’ll try 
To wash it alsp with a weeping eye. * 

And when 'tis swept and wash’ll, 1 then will go* 
And, with Thy leave. Ill fetch ‘som|j flowers that 
grow 

In Thine own garden, Faith and Love, to Thee ; 
With these I ’ll dress it up, and these shall be 

My rosemary and b^ys. Yet when my best 
ns done, the room ’s not fit for such a Guest 

But here's the cure ; Thy presence, Lord, albne 
JOETUl make a stall a Court a cratch a Throne. 

« Anon. 

LODGED in an inn 
What Guest divine 
There meekly lay, 

The God of night and day I 
In tax-time to fMiy sums 
I}e comes, 



AT THE SIGN OF THE HEART 
Ev’n man’s price full : 

From Satan’s rule 
He will set free 
Our poor humanity. 

To us betake ^ 

Blest God ! and ipake 

Within our breast 

Thy lodging-place andVest ; 

Thou Temples seek’st, not Inns : 

Let sins 

No more intrude 
On th’ Inmate God, 

Nor e’er deface 
Ttfe ornaments of,|;race. 

YET if his majesty our sovereign Lord 
Should of his own accord 
Friendly himself invite, 

And say, ‘I’ll be your guest to-Aorrow night, ^ 
How ^ould we stir ourselves, call and command 
All hands to work I ‘ Let no man idle sti!id. 

Set me hn^Spanish tables in the hall, 

See they be 'fitted all ; 

Let there be room to eat, . 

And ordq; tak^ thit; there wan( no meat 
See every sconce and candlestick made bright, 
TJiat without tat>eFB they may give a light 
Look to, the presence : arc the carp^ spread, 
The dats o’er the head, 
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THE SIGN OF THE HEART 
The cushions in the chairs. 

And all the candles lighted on the stairs ? 

Perfume the chambers, and in any case 
Let each man give attendance ii][ his place/ 

Thds if the king were coming would we do, 

And ’twere good reason too ; 

For *tis a duteous thing ^ 

To show all honour to an earthly king, 

And after all our travail and our^ost. 

So he be pleased, to think no labour lost 
But a^ the coming of the King of heaven, 

All *s set at six and seven.* 

We wallow in our sin,' 

Christ cannot find a chamber in the inn, 

We entertain Him always like^a stranger, 

And as at first still l6dfi:e Him in tt)e manger. 

AND art Thou come, blest Babe, and come to me ? 
Come down to teach me how to come to Thee ? 

Welcome, thrice welcome to my panting soul, 
Whifih, as it loves,*' doth grieve that 'tis so fouL 

The less/tis fit for Thee come from above, 

The more it needs Thee, and the more I love. 


SONG OF THE ANGELS AT THE NATIVITY 

While shepherds i/ktch*d thehr flocks by night, 

AU seated on the ground, 

The Angel of the Lord came dowi% 

^d glory shone around. 



SONG OF THE ANGELS AT THE NATIVITy 

* Fear not,' said he (for mighty dread 

Had seized their troubled mind) ; 

‘ Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all ij^ankind. 

*To you im David’s town this day 
Is bom of David’s line 
The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ; 

And this shall b^ the %ign 

• 

' The heavenly Babe you there shall find 
To human view displa/d. 

All meanly wrapt in swathing-bands, 

And in a manner laid.’ 

Thus spake the ser^^h ; and forthwith 
Appear’d a sfiining throng 
Of angels praising God, and thus 
Address'd their jojrful song 

* All glory be to God on high. 

And to the earth be peace ; 

Good'Will henceforth from heaven to men* 

Begin, and never cease 1 ’ 

Nahum Tate. 


* SHEPHBRdS, r^dlce, lift up ^our eyes, 
And send younfears away ; 

News from the region of the Joes! * 
Sahration 's bora to-day. 



§ONG OF THE ANGELS AT THE NATIVITY 
‘ Jesus, the God whom angels fear, 

Comes down to dwell with you ; 

To-day He makes His entrance here. 

But not as monarchs do. 

^No gold, nor purple swaddling-bands, 

Nor royal shining things ; 

A manger for His cradle stands 
And holds the King of kings. 

* Go, Aepherds, where the Infant lies. 

And see His humble throne 
With tears of joy in all your eyes •* 

Go, shepherds, kiss the Son.' 

Thus Gabriel sang : and straight around 
The heavenly^armies throng ; 

They tune their harps to lofty squi^, 

And thus conclude the song : 

* Glory to God that reigns above. 

Let peace surround the earth ; 

Mortals shall know their Maker's love. 

At their Redeemer’s birth.’ 

Lord i and shall aAgels have their sdngsj 
And men no tunes to raise ? 

0 may wt lost these'liseless tongues 
When they forget to praise I 
<S4 



A CRADLE SONG 

Glory to God that reigns above, 

That pitied us forlorn ! 

We join to sing our Maker’s love— 

For there ’s a Saviour bom. 

* Dr. Isaat Watts. 


A CRADLE SONG 

• 

Hush, my dear, lie still ^nd slumber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed 1 

Heavenly blessings without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 

Sleep, my babe ; thy food and raimeqt. 
House and home thy friends prcAride ; 

All without thy,c 9 re or pajrment 
All thy want&^ well supplied. 

How much better thou ’rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be. 

When from heaven He descended. 

And becahie a Child like thee I 

Soft and easy*is cny cracue ; 

Coarse and hju-d thy Saviour lay • 

When His birti^place was a stable, 

And His softest bed was hity* 



A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

€ 

See the kinder shepherds round Him, 

Telling wonders from the sky 1 

Where they sought Him, there they found Him, 
With the virgin-mother by. 

See the lovely Babe a-dressing ; 

*Lovcly Infant, how He smiled ! 

When He wept, the mother’s blessing 
Soothed and hushed the holy Child. 

*Lo, He slumbers in His manger 
Whet*e the homfcd oxen fed ; 

—Peace, my darling, h^re ’s no danger ; 

Here ’s no ox a-near thy bed. 

Ma]rst thou live to know and fear Him 
Trust and love Him all thy days ; 

Then go dwell* for evey* near Him, 

See His face, and sing His praise. 

I could give thee thousand kisses, 

Hoping what 1 most desire ; 

Not St mother’s fondest wishes 
Can to greater joys aspire. 


A HYMH FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Christians, awake, %alute the happy Aiord 
Whereon the Saviour of the world was bom ; 
Rise to adore the Myltexy of love, » 

W^ch hosts o£ang^ chanted from above: 



A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 
With them the jo3rful tidings first begun 
Of God incarnate, and the virgin’s Son : 

Then to the watchful shepherds it was told, 

Who heard th’ Angelic Herald’s voice—* Behold ! 
I bring good tidings of a Saviour’s birth 
To you, <nd all the nations upon earth ; 

This day hath G<jd fulfill’d his promised word ; 
This day is bom a Saviour, Christ, the Lord : 

In David’s city, shepherds, ye shall find 
The long-foretold Redeemer of mankind, 

Wrapt up in swaddling-clothes, the Babe diyine 
Lies in a manger ; this sliall be the sign.’ 

John Byrom. 


A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Hark, the glad sound ! the Siviou^ comes. 
The Saviour pnmiised long ; 

Let every heart prepare a throne, 

And every voice a song I 

He comes, the prisoners to release 
In Satan’s bondage held ; 

The gates of brass before Him burst. 

The iron fetters yield. 

He come^ the'broken heart to b^d, 

The bleeding toul to cure, 

And with the treasures of His grace ^ 

T enrich the humble poor. 
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A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 
Our glad Hosannas, Prince of Peace, 

Thy welcome shall proclaim, 

And heaven's eternal arches ring 
^ith Thy belovfcd name. , 

Philip Doddridge. 


A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Hark ! how all the welkin rings. 

Glory to the King of kings ! 

Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 

God and sinners reconciled I 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 

Join the triumph of the skies j ‘ 
Universal nature say, 

Christ the Lord is bdm to-day. 

Christ, t>y highest Heaven adored ; 
Christ, the Everlagting Lord ; 

Lat^^in time behold Him come, 
Offspring^ of a Virgin's womb ; 

Veil’d in flesh the Godhead see ; 

Hail, th’ Incarnate Deity I 
Pleased as man with men t’ appear, 
Jesus, olir Immanuel here 1 

# f 

Hail ! the heavenly Prince of Peace 1 
Hail 1 the Sun of Righteousness I * 
Light and life to all He brings, ' 
RSsen with healing in His wings. 



SHEPHERDS WENT THEIR HASTY WAY 
Mild He lays His glory by, 

Bom that man no more may die, 

Bora to raise the sons of earth. 

Bora to give thenj second birth. 

Charles Vesley. 


THE SHEPHERDS *WENT THEIR HASTY 
WAY. 

The shepherds went their hasty way, 

And found the lowly stable-shed, 

Where the virgin-mother lay ; 

AiM now they checked their eager tread, 

For to the Babe ths^at her bosom clung, 

A mother’s song the virgin-mpther sung- 

They told her how a glorious light, 

Streaming from a heavenly throng, 

Around them shone, suspending^ night ! 

While sweeter than a mother’s song, 

Blest ahgels heralded the Saviour’s birthf 
Glory to God on high I and peace on earth ! 

She listened to the tale divine, 

And closer still the Babe she prest ; 

And whil^ she'cried, The Babe U mine ! 

The milk rushed faster to her breast : 

Joy rose within her like a suxnmer’sciora ; 

Peace, peace on earth ! the Prince oftPeace is bopi. 
u 



gHEPHERDS WENT THEIR HASTY WAY 
Xhou mother of the Prince of Peace, 

Poor, simple, and of low estate 1 
That strife should vanish, battle cease, 

0 why should this thy soul elate ? 

Sweet music’s loudest note, the poet’s story,— 
Pidst thou ne’er love to hear of fame and glory ? 


And is not War a youthful king, 

A stately hero clad in mail ? 

Beneath his footsteps laurels spring ; 

Hid earth’s majestic monarchs hail 
Their friend, their playmate ! 'and his bold bright 
eye 

Compels the maiden’s love-confessing sigh. 


*Tell this in soqpe mere courtly scene, 

To maids and youths in robes of state ! 
1 am a woman poor and mean, 

And therefore is my soul elate : 

War js a ruffian ah with guilt defiled, 
That from the aged father tears his child. 

f 


‘A murderous fiend by fiends adored, 

He kills the sire and serves the son ; 

The husband kills and from her board 
Steals all his widow’s toil hkd won ; 

Plunders God’s world of beauty ; rends away 
All safety from the*' night, all comfort from the 
day. 

90 



FROM OTTFRIED’S PARAPHRASE 
‘Then wisely is my soul elate, 

That strife should vanish, battle cease ; 

I 'm poor and of a low estate. 

The mother of the Prince of Peace. 

Joy rises in me, litce a summer’s mom : 

Peace, pence on earth ! the Prince of Peace is bora * 
Samuel Taylpr Coleridge. 


FROM OTTFRIED’S PARAPHRASE OF 
THE tfOSPEL 

She gave with joy her vifgin breast ; 

She hid it not, she bared the* breast 
Which suckled*that divinest Babe ! • 

BlesSed, blessed were the breasts 
Which the Saviour Infant kissM ; 

And blessed, blessed was the pother* 

Who wrapp’d His limbs in swaddling clothes, 
Singing placed Him on her lap, 

Hung o’er Him with her looks of love. 

And soothed Him with a lullingtnotion. 
Blessed ! for she shelter'd Him 
From the damp and chilling air ; 

Blessed, blessed ! for she lay 
With such a^Babe in one blest bed, 

Close as babes and mothe{;s lie ! 

Blessed, blessed evermore, 

With her virgin lips &e kiss’d. 

With her arms, and to her breast, 

She embraced the Babe diving 
Her Babe divine the virgui*mdtfahr 1 



THE VIRGIN’S CRADLE HYMN 
There lives not on this ring of earth 
A mortal that can sing her praise. 
Mighty mother, virgin pure, 

In the darkness and the night 
For us she bore the heavenly Lord. 

THE VIRGIN’S CRADLE HYMN 

Dormi, Jesu 1 mater ridet 
Quae tarn dulcem somnum videt, 

Dorpii, Jesu ! blandule ! 

Si non dormis, mater plorkt, 

Inter hla cantans orat| 

Blande, veni, •somnule. 

Sleep, sweet Babe t my cares beguiling : 
Mother sits Inside Thee smiling ; 

Sleep, my Darling, ‘tenderly ; 

If Thou sleep not, mother moumeth, 
Singing as her wheel she tumeth : 
Come, soft slum^r, balmily I 


BRIGHTEST and best of the sons of the morning I 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid 1 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning^ 
Guide^here our Infant Redeemer is laid 1 

Cold on His cradle the dew-dh>ps are shining ; 

Low lies His head with the beasis of the stall ; 
Angels adore Him, in slumber reclining, 

Maker and Moharch and Saviour of all 
98 



CHRISTMAS CAROL 
Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 
Odou^ of Edom and offerings divine ? 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean. 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation ; 

Vainly with gifts would His favour^ecure ; 
Richer by far is Ae heart’s adoration ; 

Dearer to God lu'e tlfe prayers of the poor. 

• 

Brightest and best of the sons of the momi|^g ! 

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid ! 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 

Guide wher^our Infant kedeemer.is laid ! 

Bishop Hebcr. 


CHRISTMAS CAROL 

0 lovely voices of the sky. 

That hymned the Saviour’s birth I 
Are 3re not singing still on high^ 

Ye that sang, ‘ Peace on earth ’ ? 

To us fet speak the strains 
Wherewith, in days gone by. 

Ye blessed the Syrian swains, 

O voices of the sky. 

O clear add signing light, whose^beams 
That hour heaven’s glory shed, 
Aroimd the palms, and o’er tlie streams, 
And on the shepherd’s beadr 
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CHRISTMAS CAROL 
Be near thro* life and death, 

As in that holiest night, 

Of Hope, and Joy, and Faith, 

0 clear and shining light 1 

s, 

£) star which led to Him whose love 
Brought d< 2 wn man’s ransom fr^e, 

Where art thou ?-~’midst the hosb above 
May we still gaze on thed ? 

In heaven thou art not set, 

Thy j[ays earth might not dim— 

Send them to guide us yet! 

0 star which led to Him ! 

Felicia Hemans. 


THEY leave thi land of gems and gold, 
The shining portals of the East ; 

For Him, the woman’s Seed foretold. 

They leave the revel and the feast 
« 

To earth their sceptres they have cast. 
And crowns by kings ancestral worn ; 
They track the lonely Syrian waste ; 
They l^eel before the Babe new bom. 

O happy eyes thatisaw Him fihst ; 

0 happy lips that kissed His feet ; 
Earth slakes at last itr ancient thirst ; 
'^ith EdenVjo^^Rr pulses beat 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL 
True are those who thus forsake 
TheirVingdoms for the Eternal King ; 

Serpent, her foot is on thy neck ; 

Herod, thou wjithest, but canst not sting. 

He, He is King, and He alone 
Who lifts that ^infant hand to bless > 

Who makes His mother’s knee His throne. 

Yet rules the s^^ry wldemess. 

Aubrey de Vere. 


A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

•• 

It chanced upon the merry merry Chfistmas eve 

I went sighing past the church across the moor- 
land dreary,— 

* Oh ! never sin and want and woe this earth will 
leave. 

And the bells but mock the wailing roun^, they 
d!ng so cheery. 

How long, 0 Lord ! how long before Thou come 
again^ 

Still in cellar, and in garret, and on moorland 
dreary • 

The orpUkns moan,*and widows weep, and poor 
men toil in vain. 

Till earth is* sick of ho^ deferred, though 
Christmas bells be cheefyt^ 
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CHRISTMAS DAY 

Then arose a joyous clamour from the wil(*rowl on 
the mere, 

Sj Beneath the stars, across the snow, like clear 
bells ringing, 

Aj)d a voice within cried— ‘Listen!— Christmas 
carols even here 1 

Though thpu be dumb, yet o'er their work the 
stars and snows are singing. 

Blind 1 1 live, I love, I reign ; and all the nations 
through 

W tlj the thunder of My judgments even now are 
ringing; 

Do thou fulhl thy work, but as yon wildfowl do, 

Thcu wilt hear no less the walling, yet hear 
through it angels singing. 

C. Kingsley. 


CHRISTMAS DAY~i868 

How will it dawn,dhe coming Christmas Day ? 

A nofihem Christmas, such as painters love, 

And kinsfolk, shaking hands but once a year, 

And dames who tell old legends by the hre ? 

Red sun, blue sky, white snow, and pearled ice. 
Keen riiiging air, which sets the blood on fire. 

And makes the old man merry with the young. 
Through the short sunshine, through the longer 
night? 

Or southemChris^mas, dark and dank with mist, 
Agd heavy with thw s cen t of steaming leaves. 



CHRISTMAS DAY 

And r^buds mouldering: on the dripping porch ; 
One twi^ht, without rise or set of sun, 

Till beetles drone along the hollow lane, 

And round the leafless hawthorns, flitting bats 
Hawk the pale moths of winter ? Wclcom*e the^ 
At best, the fljring gleam, the flying shower, 

The rain-pools gfittering on the long yrhitc roads. 
And shadows sweeping on from down to down 
Before the salt Adanti(^gale : yet come 
In wha^oever garb, or gay or sad, 

Come fair, come foul, 'twill still be Christm|^ pa]/. 

How will it dawn, the icoming Christmas Day ? 
To sailors lounging bn the lonely deck 
Beneath the nfching trade-wind ? Or to hin^ 

Wh<# by some noisqpie harbour of the East, 
Watches swart amf? roll down the precious bales, 
Spoils of the tropic forests ; y^ar by j^ear 
Amid the din of heathen voices grdkning 
Himself half heathen? How to those-brave hearts! 
Who toil with laden loins and sinking stride, 
Beside the bitter wells of treeless sands 
Toward the peaks which flood the ancient NTle, 

To free*a tyrant’s captives ? How to those— 

New patriarchs of the new-found underworld— 
Who stand, like Jacob, on the virgin lawns, 

And count their flocks' increase? To thenvthat day 
Shall dawn in gloryy and solstitial blaze 
Of full midsunfmer sfln : to thenatbatmom, 

Gay flowers beneath their feet, gay birds aloft, 
Shall tell of nought but sununier : but to them, 

Ere yet, unwarned by carol or t/^dikne, 
a 
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CHRISTMAS DAY 

They spring into the saddle, thrills may con^ 
From that great heart of Christendom whfh beats 
Round all the worlds ; and gracious thoughts of 
youth ; 

0^ Steadfast folk, who worship God at home ; 

, Of wise words, learnt beside their mothers' knee ; 
Of innocent faces upturned once again, 

In awe and joy to listen to the tale, 

Of God made man, and in a manger laid : 
May^soften, purify, and raise the sohl 
*Frod i^hsh cares, and growing lust of gain, 
Andq)hantoms of this dream which some call life, 
Toward the eternal facts ; for here or there, 
Sumnj^r or w^ter, 'twill be Christmas Day. 

Blest day, which aye reminds us, year by yerr, 
What ’tis to be a mah : to curb and spurn 
The tyrant in^us : that ignobler self 
Which boasts, not loaches, its likeness to the brute, 
And owns no good save ease, no ill save pain. 

No purpose, save its share in that wild war 
In which, through countless ages, living things 
Compete in internecine greed. — Ah God ! 

Are we asecreeping things, which have no Lord ? 
That we are brutes, great God, we know too well : 
Apes daintier-featured : silly birds whq flaunt 
Their plt)pies unheeding of the fowler's step ; 
Spiders, who catch with *paper»not with webs. 
Tigers, who slay ifith cannon <and sharp steel, 
Instead of teeth and claws these we are. 

Are we no mpre thkn these; and bom but to 
. compete—* 



CH!^CTMAS DAY 

To en^ and devour, like beast or herb ; 

Mere foils of nature ; puppets of strong lusts, 
Taking the sword, to perish with the sword 
Upon the universal battle-field, 

Even as the things upon the moor outside ? 

The hlath eats up green grass and delicate* 
flowers, 

The pine eats up the heath, the grub the pine, 

The finch the grub, the hawk the silly finch ; 

And man, the mightiest of all beasts of prey, 

Eats what he lists ; the strong eat up the we^. 

The many eat the few ; fcreat nations, small ; 

And he who cometh in the.i!ame of all 
He, greediest, Iriumphs by the greed of all ; 

And, armed by his own victimfs, eats up all : 

While ever oijt of tfie eternal heavens 
Looks patient down the gacat magnanimous 
God, 

Who, Maker of all worlds, did sacrifice 
All to Himself! Nay, but Himself to one f 
Who taught mankind on that fifst Christma| Day 
What ’twas to be a man ; to give, not take ; 

To serve, not rule ; to nourish, not devofir ; 

To help, not crush ; if need, to die, not live. 

Oh blessed day, which giv’st the eternal lie 
To self, and sense, and all the brute within ; 

Oh, come to us, anfld this war of life ; 

To hall and hml, come ; to all #ho toil 
In senate, shop, or study ; an{l to those 
Who, sundered 4}y the wastes of half a world, 
lU-wamed, and sorely tempted, face 





JHYMN FOR THE NATIVITY 
Nature’s brute powers, and men unms^ed to 
brutes. 

Come to them, blest and blessing, Christmas Day. 
T^ll them once more the tale of Bethlehem ; 

The kne*eling shepherds, and the^abe Divine: 
■»And keep them men indeed, fair Christmas Day. 


HYMN FOR THE NATfYITV , 

Hap|iy,night and happy silence downward softly 
^ stealing, * 

Softly stealing over land and sea, 

Stars ^rom golden censers swing \ silent eager 
feeling 

Down on Judah, down on Gslfilee ; 

And all the wfstful ai^, and earth, an^ sky, 

Listened, listened for the gladness of a cry. 

Holy night, a sudden flash of light its way is 
winging : 

Angels, angels, all above, around ; 

Hark, th^ angel voices, hark, the angef voices 
singing; 

And the sheep are lying on the ground. 

Lo, all the wistful air, and earth, and sky. 

Listen, listen to the gladness o^the cry. 

Happy night at Bethlehem ; soft little hands are 
feeling, ^ 

feeling in the ihanger with the kine : 

\oo 



HYl^ FOR THE NATIVITY 
Little\andSy and eyelids closed in sleep, while 
aitgels kneeling, 

Mary mother, h3rmn the Babe Divine. 

Lo, all the wistful air, and earth, and sky, 

Listen, listen to ?he gladness of the cry. 

Wide, as if the light were music, flashes adoration : 

‘ Glory be to G(5d, nor ever cease.’ 

All the silence^ thrills, smd speeds the message of 
salvation : 

V ‘ Peace on earth, good-will to men of pea^e. 

Lo, all the wistful air, ahd earth, and sky, 

Listen, listen to the gladnpss of the cry. 

Holy night, thy solpmn silence evermore enfbldeth 
Angel songs and'^leace from God on high ; 

Holy night, *thy watcher s^ll with faithful eye 
beholdeth 

Wings that wave, and angel glory nigh. 

Lo, hushed is strife in air, and earth, and sky, 

Still thy watchers hear the gladsess of the ciy. 

Praise *Him, ye who watch the night, "the silent 
night of ages : 

Praise Him, shepherds, praise the Holy Child ; 
Praise Him, ye who hear the light, O praise Him, 
all ye sages;* 

Praise Nimthildrfti, praise Him meek and mild 
Lo, peace on Earth, glory to God on high, 

List^ listen to,the gladness of the cry. 

lUlirard Thrini^ 
in; 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL 


J\ CHRISTMAS CAROL 

In the bleak mid-winter 
Frosty winds made moan, 

Earth stood hard as iron, 

Water like a stone ; 

Sno)/ had fallen, snow on snow, 
Smw on snow, 

In tne £ieak mid-winter 
Lon^ ago. 

1 

Our Ood, heaven cannot hold Him, 
Nor earth sustain ; 

Heaven and narth sh|Jl flee away 
When He corties to reign : 

In the bleak mid-winter 
A stable-place sufficed 
The Lord God Almighty 
Jesds Christ. 

< 

Enough for him whom cherubim 
Worship night and day, 

A breastfiil of milk 
And a mangerful of hay ; 
Enough for him whom angels' 

Fall down before, 

The ox and ass and camel 
Which adore. ' 



ma^rs, in this hall 

Angels^d archangels 
May h^ve gathered there. 
Cherubim and seraphim 
Thronged the air : 

But only His mother, 

In her maiden bliss, 
Worshipped the Beloved 
With a kiss. 


What can I give Him, 

Poor as I am ? 

If I were a shepherd 
I would bring a lamb, 

If I were a Vrise man 
I vibuld do my part,— 

Yet what I ca^ I give Him : 

Give my heart. 

Christina Rossetti. 


MASTERS, IN THIS HALL 

To Bethlem did they go, the shepherds three ; 

To Bethlem did they go, to see whe’r it were so or no, 
Whether Christ ww bom or no 
To se^meq free. * 

Masters, in this hall, 

Hear ye news io^y 
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;^TERS, IN THIS HALL 

Brought over sea. 

And ever I you pray, 

Nowell I Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! 
Sing we clear ! 

Hol|>en are all folk on earth, 

Born is God’s Son so dear. 

Going over the hills 
Through the milk-white snow,. 

Heard I ewes bleat 
While the wind did blow. 

'Nowell, etc. 

Sbep)»erds miny an one 
Sat among the sheep ; 

No man spake more word 
Than they h^d beeu asleep. 

Nowell, etc. 

Quoth I, ‘ FellowSyminc, 

Why this guise sit ye ? 

Making btit dull cheer. 

Shepherds though ye be ? 

Nowell, etc. 

' Shepherds should of right 
Leap and dance and sing ; 

Thus to see ye sit 
Is a right strange thing.* 

, Nowell, etc 



MAKERS, IN THIS HALL 
Quoth these fellows then, 

‘ To B^hlem town we go 
To see a mighty Lord 
Lie in a manger low.’ 

Nowell, etc. 


‘ How name ye thi^ Lord, 
Shepherds ? ’ then said I- 
‘ Very God,’ they said, 

‘ Come from heaven high. 
Nowell, etc. 


Then to B(;^hlefn town 
W%went two and two. 
And in a sorry place • 
Heard the dken low. 
Nowell, etc. 


Therein did we see 
A sweet and goodly May, 
And a old man ; 

Upon the straw she lay. 
Nowell, etc 

And a UtUe ChUd 
On her arm had she ; 

' Wot ye iHio this is ? ' 

Said the hinds to me. 
Nowell, etc* 
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MASTERS, IN THIS HALL 
Ox and ass Him know, 

Kneeling on their knee : 

Wondrous joy had I 
This little Babe to see. 

Nowell, etc. 

This is Chri^jt the Lord, 

Masters, be ye glad ! 

Christmas is come in, 

And no folk should be sad. 

Novell, etc. 

William Morris. 


Ou 1 LANUtKS, WHENCE COME YE LAST? 
• # 

Outlanders, wlfcnce come ye last ? 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
Through what green sea and great have ye past ? 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the door. 

From fareway, 0 masters mine, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
We come to bear you goodly wine : 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

From far away wje come to you, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
To tell of great tiding strange an^ true : 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor, 
xod 



OI^PVNDERS, WHENCE COME YE LAST? 
News, news of the Trinity, 

The si]pw in the street and the wind on the door. 
And Mary and Joseph from over the sea : 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

For as we wand^ed far and wide, 

The snow in th^ street and the wind on the door. 
What hap do ye deem there should us betide ? 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

Under a bent when the night was deep, 

The snow in the street and the wind on th<> door. 
There lay three shepherds* tending tjieir sheep : 
Minstrels and m^ds, stand forth on the floer. 

‘ 0 ye shepherds, what have jie seen, • 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 
To slay your sorrow and heal your teen ? ’ 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 


* In an ox-stall this night we saw, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 
A Babe and a maid without a flaw.* 

Minstrels *and maids, stand forth on the floor. 


* There w^ ad old iltan there beaide, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 
His hair was w^te and his hood was wide. 
Minstrels and stand forth ho the floor.» 
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OUTLANDERS, WHENCE COME YE LfM? 
' And as we gazed this thing upon, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 
Those twain knelt down to the Little One. 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the door. 

* And a marvellous song we straight did Lear, 

The snow the street and the wind on the door, 
That slew our sorrow and healed our care.’ 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

News of a fair and marvellous thing, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
Nowtjl, nowell, nowcll, we sing ! 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 


SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 

It is the longest night in all the year. 

Near on the day when the Lord Christ was 
bom; 

Six hours ago I came and sat down here, 

And ponder’d sadly, wearied and forlorn. 

The winter wind that pass'd the chapel door. 

Sang out a mopdy tune, that wentrighc well 

With mine own thoughts: I look’d down on the 
floor, , 

petwten mj4eet, until 1 beard a bell 
io8 



SIl^ GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 
Sound a long way off through the forest deep, 
And tjll on steadily ; a drowsiness 
Came on me, so that 1 fell half asleep, 

As I sat there not moving : less and less 

I saw ttf^ meltec^snow that hung in beads 
Upon my steel shoes ; less and less I saw 
Between the tiles the b|;inches of small weeds : 
Heartless and stupid, with no touch of awe 


Upon me, half shut eyes upon the ground 
I thought ; O Galahad ! the days go by. 

Stop and ^ast tup now tha't which ypu have found, 
So sorely you have wrought and painfully. % 


Night after night your horsebreads down alone 
The sere damp fern, night after night you sit 
Holding the bridle like a man of stone, 

Dismal, unfriended, what thing comes oPit 

And what if Palomydes also ride, 

And over many a mountain and bare heath 
Follow the questing beast with none beside ? 

Is be not able still to hold his breath 

With thoughts of Iseult ? doth h^ not grow pale 
With weary striving to seem best of all 
To her, * as she is best,’ be salth ? tp fail 
Is nothing to him, he can neverftlL 
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•SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS ft^YST^ItY 

For unto such a man love-sorrow is 
So dear a thing unto his constant heart,. 

That even if he never win one kiss. 

Or touch from Iseult, it will never part 

And he will never know her to be worse 
Than in his happiest dreams he thinks she is : 

Good knight, and faithful, yqu have ’scaped the curse 
In wonderful-wise ; you have great store of bliss. 

Yea^ wlfat if Father Launcelot ride out, 

Can^he not think of Quencverc’s arms, round 

Warm and lithe about hib neck, and.sho^t 
Till all the place grows joyful with the sound ? 

And when h» lists cap often see her face, 

And think, ‘hiext month I kiss you, or next week, 

And still you think of me ’ : therefore the place 
Grows very pleasant, whatsoever he seek. 


But me, v^ho ride alone, some carle shall hrd 
Dead in my arms in the half-melted snow. 
When all unkindly with the shifting wind, 

The thaw comes on at Candlemas : 1 know 

Indeed that they will say : * This Galhhad 
If he had lived had.been a right good knight ; 
hh! poor chtsle body}’ but they will be gUd, 
Not most alob^ but all, when in their sight 

VO 



SI^GALaAaD, a CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 
That very evening in their scarlet sleeves 
The g^-dreksed minstrels sing; no maid will talk 
Of sitting on my tomb, until the leaves, 

Grown big upon the bushes of the walk, 

# 

East of the Palace>pleasaunce, make it hard 
To see the minuter therefrom : well^a-day ! 
Before the trees bjr autumn were well bared, 

I saw a damozel with*gentle play, 

Within that very walk say last farewell 
To her dear knight, just riding out to find 
(Why should I choke to sa^’it ? ) the Sangreid, 

And their la^ kisses sunk into my mind. 

Yea, for she stood frfan’d forward on his breast, 
Rather, scs&ce stood ; the b|Lck of oae dear hand. 
That it might well be kiss'd, she hetd and press’d 
Against his lips ; long time they stood there, 
fann’d 

By gentle gusts of quiet frosty wind, 

Till l^ador de la Porte a-going by, 

And my own horse-hoofs roused them; they 
untwined. 

And parted like a dreary In this way If 

With sleet>ly fice beftt to the chapel floor. 

Kept musing half asleep, till suddenly 
A sharp bell rang from dose beside the door, 

And I leant ud when something*plss’d me by, 



SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MySTEJ^T 
Shrill ringing: going with it, still half blind 
1 stagger’d after, a great sense of dwe 
At every step kept gathering on my mind, 

,, Thereat I have no marvel, for I saw 

One sitting on the altar as a throne, 

Whose face no man could say he did not know, 
'/ind though the bell still rang, he sat alone, 

With raiment half blood-red, hf If white as snow. 

Right se 1 fell upon the floor and knelt, 

Not as one kneels in church yrhen mass is said. 
But in a heap, quite nerveless, for I felt 
The first time what a thing was perfect dread 

But mightily the gentle voice came down : 

' Rise up, idK} lookmnd listen, Galahad, 

Good knight of God, for you will see no frown 
Upon my face ; I came to make you glad. * 

* For that you say that you are all alone, 

I will be^with you always, and fear not ^ 

You are uncared for, though no maiden moan 
Above your empty tomb ; for Launcclot, 

' He in good time shall be my servant too, 
Meantime, takp note whose sword first made 
him knight, 

find who has Iqved hfin atway, yea, and who 
$tiU trusts him ahray, though in*all men’s sight, 
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SH^.GALAAvD, a CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 
He is just wiaX you know, O Galahad, 

This love is lappy even as you say. 

But woufd you for a little time be glad. 

To make ME sorry long day after day ? 


‘ Her waf!n arms jound his neck half throttle me, 
The hot love-tears bum deep like spots of lead, 
7ea, and the years pass^quick : right dismally 
Will Launcelpt at one time hang his head ; 


‘ Yea, old and shrivell’d he shall win my lo^e. 

Poor Palomydes fretting qut his soul 1 
Not always is l^e able, son,* to move 
Hia love, and do it honour : needs must roll ^ 


‘ The proudest destrier sometimes in the dust, 
And then *tis weary work ; he strides beside 
Seem better than he is, so that his trust 
Is always on what chances may betide; 

‘ And sa he wears away, my servant, too^ 

When all these thi^s*are gone, and wretchedly 
He sits |uid longs to moan for Iseult, who 
IS no care how to Palomydes : see, 

' O good son Galahad, upon this 4a7) 

Now even, all these things are on your side, 

But these you fight not for ; Idok uj^ I say. 

And see how l am love you, (ortib pride 
p 1X3 



SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS <MySTEfe\ 

* Closes your eyes, no vain lust keep^'tbem down. 

Sec now you have ME always ; foj»lowing 
That holy vision, Galahad, go on, 

. Until at last you come to me to sing 

‘ In heaven always, and to walk ^und 
The garden where lam*: he ceased, my face 
And wretched body fell uppn the ground ; 

And when 1 look’d again, the holy place 

Was crfpty ; but right so the bell again 
Cupe to the chapel ^oor, there entered 
Two angels first, in white, without a stain, 

Ai^d scarlet wings, then after them a bed 

Four ladies ^re, and set it down beneath 
The very altar-step, and while for fear 
I scarcely dared to move or draw my breath, 

Tho^ holy ladies gently came a-near, 

And qflite unarm'd me, saying : * Galahad, 

Rest here a while and sleep, and take no thought 
Of any other thing than being glad ; 

Hither the Sangreal will be shortly brought 

* Yet must you sleep the while <t stayeth here.' 

Right so they irent away, and I, beinaf weary, 
Slept long and dream'd of heaven : the bell comes 
near, . 

4 doubt it gA)>#s to morning. Miserere! 



SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 
[Enter two l^gels in white, with scarlet wings ; 
^so, four ladlp in gowns of red and green ; also 
an angef! beanng in his hands a surcoat of white, 
with a red cross.] 

AN ANfiEL 

O servant of the high God, Galahad ! 

Rise and be arm’d, the Sangreal is feone forth 
Through the great forest, and you must be had 
Unto the sea tt/at lieth on the north : 

There shall you find the wondrous ship wherein 
The spindles of King Solomon are laid. 

And the sword that no man draweth without sin, 
Byt if h^ be most pure : and there is stay’d,^ 

Hard by, Sir^Launcelot, whom you will meet 
In some short space upon that ship :* first, though, 
Will come here presently that lady sweet, 

Sister of Percival, whom you well know, 

And with her Bors and Perciva?: stand noy, 
The^ ladies will to arm you. 

FIRST LADY [putting on the hauberke] 
Galahad, 

That I may stand so clo% beneath your brow, 

I, Margaret of ^tioch, am glad. 

SECOND LADY [girding him with the sword] 
That 1 may stand and touch )rou with my hand, 

O Galahad, I,' Cecily, am glad. 
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SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMASpMYSTERY 
THIRD LADY [buckling on the sp^^rs] 

That I may kneel while up above yqu stand, 

And gaze at me, 0 holy Galahad, 

Lucy, am most glad. 

FOURTH LADY [putting on the basnet] 

. 0 genfie knight, 

That you bow down to us in rfcverence, 

We are most glad, I, Katl!crine,^with delight 
Must needs fall trembling. 

ANGEL [putting on the crossed surcoat] 

Gklahad, we go hence, 

For^here, amid the straying of the snow, 

Come Percival’s sister, Bors, and Percival, 

[The four Ladies carry out the bed, and all go but 
Galahad.] 

GALAHAD 

How sGll and quiet everything seems now I 
They come, too, ^ for I hear the horsehoofs fall 

[Enter Sir Bors, Sir Percival, and his Sist^V.] 

Fair friends and gentle lady, God you save ! 

A many marvels have been here to-aight ; 

Tell me what news of Launcelot you have, 

And has God's body ever beeh in sight 

SIR BORS 

Why, as for sqjring that same holy thing, 

/U we were tiding slowly side 1^ side, 

Ild 



SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 
An hour agd,,we heard a sweet voice sing, 

And through the bare twigs saw a great light 
glide * 

With many>coldlir'd raiment, but far off. 

And •• pass’d quickly— from the court nought 
good ; 

Poor merry Dinadan, that with jape and scoff 

Kept us all merry, in*a little wood 
• • 

Was found all hack’d and dead ; Sir Lionel 
And Gauwaine have* come back from the great 
quest, 

Just merely shamed ; and Lauvainei, who loved well 
^ur father Launcelot, at the king's behest. 

Went out to* seek him, but w^ almost slain. 
Perhaps is dead now ; everywheft 
The knights come foil’d from the great quest ; in 
vain. 

In vain they struggle for the vision fair. 




Three damsels in the queen’s chamber, 
The queen’s mouth was most fair ; 
She sp^e a word hf God’s mother, 

As the combs went in her hair. 

Mart that is of might, 

Bring us to thy Son’s sight 

They held the gold combs out from her, 
A span’s length off her head ; ^ 

She sang this song of God’s mother, , 
And of her bearing-bed. 

Nary, full of grace, 

Bring U8<to thy Son’s face. 
iz8 



THREE DAMSELS IN QUEEN’S CHAMBER. 
When she sat at Joseph’s hand, 

^ She looked a^^ainst her side ; 

And eitd^r wdy from the short silk band 
Her girdle was all wried. 

Mary, thaf all good may, 

Being us to thv Son’s way. 


Mary had three women/or her bed, 
The twain v^r^ maidens clean ; 
The first of them had white and^red 
The third had riven green. “ 
Mary, that is,so sweet, 


Bring us to thy Son’s* feet 


She had three wopj^n for her hair, 
Two were^loved soft and shod ; 
The third had feet and fiifger% bare^ 
She was the likest God. 

Mary, that wieldeth land. 


Bring us to thy Son’s han^ 


She haed three women for her ease. 
The twain were good women ; 
The first two were the two Maries, 
The third was MagdaleiL 
Mary, that perfect is, 

Brmg us to thy Son’s kiss. 


Joseph had tfam workmen in his 
To serve him well upon ; * * 



THREE DAMSELS IN QUEEN’S CHAMBER 

The first of them were Peter and Paul, 

The third of them was John. 

Mary, God’s handmaiden. 

Bring us to thy Son’s ken. 

‘ If your child be none other man’s, 

But if it be very mine, 

Xbc bed-stead shall be gold xwo spans, 

The bed-foot silver fine.’ • 

Mary, that made God mirth, 

Bring us to thy Son’s birth. 

‘ If child be some other man’s, 

And if it be none of mine. 

The manger shall be straw two spans, 

Belwixen kine and kine.’ 

Mary, that made sin cease, 

Bring usH thy Sbn’^ peace. 

Christ was bom upon this wise, 

It fell*on such a nighty 

Neithe^with sounds of psalteries, 

Nor with fire for light 
Mary, that is God’s spouse, 

Br^g us to thy Son’s house. 

The star^ame out upon the east, 

With a great sound and sweet ; 

Kings gave gold to make him feast, 

And myrrh for him to eat 
Maiy, of tt^ sweet mood, 

Bring us to Chy Son’s good. 



MARY MOTHER OF DIVINE GRACE 
He had two handmaids at his head. 

One handmaid at his feet ; 

Vhe tw^n of Jhem were fair and red, 

The third one was right sweet. 

Mary, that i^ most wise. 

Bring: us to thy Son’s eyes. Amen. 

A. C. Swinburne. 


MARY mother of DIVINE GRACE, COM- 
PARED TO THE AIR WE BREATHE 

Wild air, world-mothering »ir, 

Nestling me ^erywhere, ‘ 

That each eyelash or hair 
Girdles ; goes horoe»betwixt 

The fleeciesf, frailest-flixed 

« • 

Snow-flake ; that ’s Ciirly mixed 
With riddles, and is rife 
In every least thing:’s life ; 

This needful, never spent 
And nursing element ; 

My mo^e than meat and drink, 

My meal at every wink ; 

This air whi^h by life's law 
My lung must draw and draw 
Now, but to breathe its praise,— 

Minds me in many ways 
Of her who not only 
Gave God's infinity. 

Dwindled to inlkncy, 


Q 
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J^RV nui HER OF DIVINE GRACE 
Welcome in womb and breast, 

Birth, milk, and all the rest, 

6ut mothers each new g:race 
piat does now reach our race, 

Mary Im'maculate, 

Merely a woman, yet 
Whose preseqce, power is 
Great as no goddess’s 
Was deemed, dreamed ; who 
This one work has to do— 

Let all Qpd's glory through, 

God’s glory, which would go 
Thfo^hcr and from hcrdow 
OfT, and no way* but so. 

I say that we are wound 
With mercy round and round 
As if with airi the saipe , 

Is Mary, more by name. 

She, wild web, wondrous robe, 

Mantle^the guilty globe. 

Since God has let dispedse 
Her prayers His providence. 

Nay, more than almoner, ^ 

The sweet alms’ self is her 
And men are meant to share 
Her life as life does air. 

If I have understood, 

She holds high motherhood 
Towards all our ghoi^y good. 

And plays in gtftt hir part 
About man's beating^heart, 
tn 



MARY MOTHER OF DIVINE GRACE 
Lajring like air’s fine flood 
The death-dance in his blood; 

Yet no Jart bbt what will 
Be Christ our Saviour still. 

Of her flesh he ft>ok flesh : 

He doet*take, fresh and fresh, 

Though much th^ mj^ery how, 

Not flesh but spiilt now, 

And wakes, O ^marvellous ! 

New Nazareths in us. 

Where she shall yet conceive 
Him, morning, noon, and eve ; 

New Bethlems, and he bom 
There, evoning, noon and morn. 

Bethlem or Nazareth, 

Men here may drsM like breath 
More Christ and baffle dpat^ ', 

Who, bora so, comes to be 
New self, and nobler me 
In each one, and each one 
More makes, when all is dbne. 

Both God’s and Mary’s son. 

Agam, look overhead. 

How air is azurbd. 

O bow ! V Nay do but stand 
Where you can lift your )iand 
Skywards : rich, rich it laps 
Round tile four fin^-gaps. 

Yet such a sapphire-shot 
Charged, steeps skj^wiU not 
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r MARY MOTHER OF DIVINE GRACE 
Stain light Yea, mark you this : 

It docs no prqudicc. 

*hie glass-blue days are those 
JX^en every colour glows, 

Each shape and shadow shows. 

Blue be it*, this blue heaven 
The seven or. seven times seven 
Hued sunbeam will transmit 
Perfect, nor alter it 
.Or if there does some soft 
On things aloof, aloft. 

Bloom breathe, that one bi*eath more 
Earth is the fairer for. * . 

Whereas did ah* not make 
This bath of blue and slake 
This hre, the sun would shake 
A blear and blinding JjalL 
With blackness bound, and all 
The thick stars round him roll 
Flashing like flecks of coal, 

Quartz^fret, or spibks of salt 
In grimy vasty vault 
So God ^s God of old ‘,c 
A mother came to mould 
Those limbs like ours which are. 

What must make our daystar 
Much dearer to mankind : 

Whose gloiy bare would blind' 

Or less would win mim’s mind. 

Through her ^ may see Him 
Mhde sweeter, not made dim, 



MARY MOTHER OF DIVINE GRACE 
And her hand leaves His light 
Sifted to suit our sight 
Be thSu, thhn, 0 thou dear 
Mother, my atmosphere ; 

My happier worfd wherein 
To wenfhand meet no sin ; 

Above me, round Ine Ifc 
Fronting my frow«Lrd eye 
With sweet and scarless sky ; 

Stir in my ears, speak there 
Of God’s love, O live air, 

Of patience, penance, prayer ; 

World-mothering air, air wild, 

Wound wi4h Ihee, in thee isled, 

FoT? 1 home, fast fold thy child. 

Gerard Hopkins. 
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the TliREE KINGS 


THE THREE KINGS 

Three Kings went riding from the East, 
Throu|;|i fine weather and wet ; 

‘ And whither shall we^idc/ they said, 

* Where we haveaiot ridden yet ? ’ 

‘ And whither shaM we ride,’ they said, 

‘ To find the hidden thing 
That turns the course oCall our stars 
And all our auguring ? ’ 

Theism were tte Wise Men of the East, 
And none so wise as they ; 

‘ Alas,’ the K*ng of Persia cried, 

‘ And must ye ride away^ 

‘ Yet since ye go a-riding, sirs, 

I pray ye, ride for me ; 

And carry me my golden gifts, 

To tht King o’ Galilee. 

* Go riding into Palestine 
A long ride and a fair ! ’ 

‘ Tis well !’ the Magi angered him, 

* As well as anywhere ! ’ 

They rode by day, they rode by night, 
The stars came out on high— 



THE THREE KINGS 
And oh ! ’ the King Balthazzar said, 

As he gazed into the sky, 

‘ We ride by day, we ride by night, 

To a King in Galilee, 

We leave a King in Persia 

And Kings no less are wtp 
• 

‘ Yet often in the deep blue night, 

When stars bum far and dim, . 

^Lnrish I knew a greater King, 

To faH and worship him. 

‘ K King who should nbt care to reign 
But wonderfnl and fair ; 

A King--a King that were a star, 

.Moft in miles of air!’ 

* A star is goo),' said Melchior, 

* A high unworldly thing ; 

But I would choose a soul alive 
To b^y Lord and King. 

‘ Not Herod, nay, nor Cyrus, nay, 

Not any King at all ; 

For 1 would choose a sinless child. 

Laid ip a manger stall.’ 

* Tis weU !’ the black King Caspar criedr 

‘For mighty men are ye; 

But no such l£unft>lb King were meet 
jPor my simjl^kity. 
nB 



THE THREE KINGS 
' A star Is small and very far, 

, A babe ’s a simple thing ; 

The very Son<»f God Himself, 

Shall be my Lord and King 1 * 

The Kiifg Balthazar ^ighed and smiled*; 

‘A good youth,’ Melchior cried ; 

And young and old, without a word, 
Along the hiUs they ride. 


Till lo ! among the western skies 
There grows a shining tlyng— 

‘ The Star ! Behold the star,’ they shout, 
‘^hold B^thazzar's King ! ’ 

And lo ! with*in the western skies, 

The star begins to flit ; 

The three Kings spur their horses on 
And follow after it 

And when they reach the King’s castle,^ 
They cry, ‘ Behold the*place ! ’ 

Bat like a shining bird, the star 
Flits on in heaven apace. 

Oh, they rode on, a»d on they rode, 

Till they reached a lonely wold, 

Where shepherds keep their flocks by night, 
And the night was chill and cold.* 
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THE THREE KINGS 

Oh, they rode on, and on they rode, 

Till they reach a little town. 

And there the star in heaven stands utill 
Above a stable brown. 

The town is hardly a village^street, 

The stables old and poor, 

Bdt there the star in heaven stands still 
Above the stable door. 


And through the open door, the straw 
And the tired beasts ^ey see ; 

And the Babe, laid in a niang^er 
That sleepeth peacefully. 

‘ t'dl hail ! tha King of Melchior ! ’ 

The three ^se Men begin ; 

King Melchior swings from off his horse. 
And he would have entered in. 

But why d<^ the horses whinny and neigh ? 
And what thing fills the viight 

With angels in a wheeling spire 
And streams of heavenly light ? 

King Melchior kneels upon th» grass 
And (alls a-praying there ; 

Balthaisar lets the bridle drop 
Md gases in W air. 



THE PEDLAR 

But Caspar gives a happy shout 

* And hastens to the stall, 

‘ Now hail/ ht cries, ‘ Thou Son of God 
And Saviour of us all.’ 

A. Mary F. R65inson. 


THE PEDLAR 
* • 

It ’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, , 

And the star ’s in the sky, and the flock ’s ii^the fold. 

A pedlar came to tHe homestead gate 
With his^ck and his pike, and yreary was he ; 
He said, ‘ See war^s from heaven to buy you ! 

Who will chaffer kis heart with me ? ’ 

It 's Christmas Eve, and Ae dogs aae a-cold. 

And the star ’s in the sky, and the flock 's in the fold. 

The farmer laughed - * For a quittance froifl hell 
Here ’s all I ’ve left of a heart for ye ! ’ 

Quoth ^e goodwife For a heavenly mansion 
Take, and you ’re welcome, my heart in fee ! ' 

It ’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold. 

And the star ’s in the sky„and the flock ’s in the fold. 

The younker bought him a kingly cro wn. 

The men got glory in bliss to be ; 

The maids chose harps and golden varments, 
Cried, * Good e’ral’ and* Good 1^1* said he.* 



, A MEDITATION FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 
It’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 

And the star’s in the sky, and the flock’s in the foldi 

i> 

But the^youngest of all said never a word, 

Her t^d to her flaxen head held she ; 

Till, just as he passed the d^^pr, she whisj^red, 

‘ Here ’s my heart, at a gift for thee ! ’ 

It’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 

And the star's in the sky, and the flock 's in the fold. 

It’s feasting day, and ti\e feast’s in heaven, 

And there are our folk all fair to see : 

‘ Have they left no room for My own little maiden ? 
^ jme, she must sit on the tb»'one with Me ! ’ 

It's Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 

And the star 's in thesky ;~and the lamb 's in the fold ! 

W. G. Collingwood. 


A MEDITATION FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Consider, 0 my soul, what mom is this 1 
Whereon the eternal Lord of all things made 
For us, poor mortals, and our endless bliss, 

Came down from l^ven ; and, in a manger laid, 
The first, ricl^ ofierings of our ransom paid : 
Cootider, 0 n^ ioul, what mom is this ! 



A MORKING song for CHRISTMAS DAY 
Consider what estate of fearful woe 
. Had then been ours, had He refused this birth ; 
From sin to sin tossed vainly to and fro, * 

Hell’s playthings, o’er a doomed and helpless 
earth! 

Had Uc from us withcld His priceless worth, 
Consider man’s etftate^of fearful woe 1^ 

Consider to what joys He bids thee rise, 

Who comes,* Hhnself, life’s bitter cup to drain I 
Ah! look on this sweet Child, whose innocent ^3res; 
Ere all be done, shall.close in mortal pain. 

That thou at last* Love’s /Cingdom may’st attain : 
Consider to what joys He’bids thee rise ! 

‘ • 

Consider all this v^'onder, O my soul : 

And in thine inmost shrine make music swee^ 
Yea, let the world, from fCuthest po^\o pole. 

Join in thy praises this dread birth to greet I 
Kneeling to kiss thy Saviour’s infant feet ! 
Consider all this wonder, O my soul ! * 

* Selwyu Image. 


A MORNINP SONG FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 
[For Music.] 

1 Wake, #hat unusual light doth greet 
The early dusk of this our street ? 

2 It is the Lord I it is the Chmt I 
That hath the will of God sufficed^* 


133 



,A MORNING SONG FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 
Thatf ere the day is bom anew, 

Himself is bom a Child for you. 

« Choms.--The harp, the viol, and the lute, 

To strike a praise unto our God ! 
bring here the reeds ! bring here tl.e flute ! 

Wake sun^ner from the winter's sod ! 

Oh, what a feast of feasts is given 

To^is poor servants, by the Kia^ of Heaven I 

3 Where is the Lord ? 

T * Here is the Lord, 

At thine own door. Tis He, the Word ; 

Hef at whose face, the eternal speed 
Of orb on orb w^ changed to song. 

Shall he the sound of viols heed, 

Whfbst ears have heard so high a throng ? 

Shall he regyd the citherns stmng 
To whom the morning stars have sung ? 

Choms - Thenwake,myheart,andsweepthestrings, 
The sc^cn in the Lyre of Life ! 

Instead of lutes, t^e spirit sings ; 

With praise its quiet house is rife 1 
Oh, what a^east of feasts is given 
To His poor servants, by tlic King of Heaven! 

4 Who is the Lord? 

2 He is the Lord, 

That Light of light, that Chief afaU ! 

3 Who is the Lord ? 

2 He Is the Lord, 

An<outcast tyuig«in a stall ; 

m 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL 
For in the inn no room is left, 

•While the unworthy feast instead ; 

He of all welcome is bereft, 

And hath not where to lay his head. 

1 What fitter pf^ce could I prepare, 

What brtter cradle, is there 
Than this my hcjut, if that were fair ? 

2 Thou hast ! fi nobler part 

In man or angel,^or of earth, or skies, 

There is not, than a broken heart ; 

The which thy God may ne'er despise. 

THE HYMN 

Chorus- Lu*d, in my heart a little 'child. 

Now that the snoV^s beat far and wide. 

While ever avails the tempest wild, 

Gbo<hLord ftfide. 

Nor go Thou if the summer comes, 

Nor if the summer days depart ; 

But chiefly make Thy home of homes, 

Lord, in m^ heart 

Herbert P. Home. 


A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

In days of old the happy shepherds heard 
The angels herald the EtenuU Word : 

Our ears are dull, such songs aTai^not now ; 
Only the wise beside the manger bow, 
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. A CHRISTMAS CAROL 
To fools in vain the whole creation’s voice 
May sing of God and bid the world rejoice. 

The shepherds listened, and one lowly maid 
Had st«n the Archangel and was got afraid : 

0 happy Mary t secret bliss was ners~ . , 
Flowers breathed of G^d, birds were His 
, choristers; 

Still to the pure in heart eiich earthly place 
May shadow forth some vision of His g^ace. 

Have we no carols ? Are we deaf and dumb 
Saye to the great world’s money-murmuring hum ? 
Does God seem absent ? Are the angels gone ? 
The Unseen is here ; His choirs unheSiU sing, on ; 
An^ when we tremble in some lonely spot, 

He longs to bless us though we know .Him not 
Annie Matheson. 


THE night was darker than ever before 
(So darlc is sin), 

When the Great Love came to the stable door 
And entered in, 

And laid Himself in the breath of kine 
And the warmth of hay, 

And whispered to the star to shine, 

And to hrei^ the day. 


* 3 ^ 


' Alke Sewell 



POEMS ON CHRISTMAS MERRY- 
. MAKING 





Caput apri defero, 

Reddens laudes Domino. 

The boar’s head in hand bring I, 
With garlands gay and rosemary ; 
I pray you aH sing merrily, 

* Qui^estisin conyirio. 

The boar^ head, Pimderstand, 

Is the chief service in this laqd ; 
Uxdc, whererer it be land, 

^enrite cum casticA. 


•CAPUT APRI DEFERO 
Be gUd, lords, both more and less, 
For this hath ordained our steward, 
I'o cheer you ail this Christmas, 

The ^ar*s head with mustard. 


PROFACE, ‘ welcome, welcomyijiloface, 
This time is bom a child of^ grafe. 

That for us mankind hath take. 

Proface. 

A king’s son and an emperor, • 

Is comen out of a maiden’s tower, 

With us to dwell with great honour. 

Prpljwe. 

Xhis holy time of Chn^tes*mass, 

All sorrow and*sin we should release. 
And cast away all heaviness. 

Proface. 

The gootPlord of tins place entcrc 
Saith welcoqie to all that now appear 
Unto such fare as ye find hhre. 

Proface. 

Weil come to this New Yefu*, 

And look ye all be of good cheer*; 

Our Lord God be at our dinnerdl 

Proface. 

■ L& profidat, mlj it do |Ou good. ' 



CHRISTMAS MERRYMAKING 


CHRISTMAS MERRYMAKING 

So now is come^ur joyful’st feast, 

Let ev^ man b^jolly ; 

Each room with i^ leaves is drest, 

And every poSt lyith holly. 

Though some chuil^at our mirth repine, 
Round your foreheads garlands twine ; 
Drown sorrow in a cup of wine, 

And let us all be meny. 

Now all our neighbours’ (;^mneys smoke. 
And Chastmas logs are burning f 
TheTr ovens they with baked meats choke, 
And all their spit^are turning. 

Without the door let sorrow lie ; 

And, if for cold it hap to die. 

We ’ll bury ’t in a Christmas pie. 

And evermore be merry. 

Now every lad is wondrous trim. 

And ho man minds his labour ; 

Our lasses have provided them 
A bag-pipe and a tabor ; 

Young men and maids, and girls and boys, 
Give life to one anqther’tf joys ; 

And you aaob shal^by their noise 

Perceive that they are merry. 

• 

Rank misers now do sparing shun^ 

Their ball of musk soundetb ; * 
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CHRISTMAS MERRYl^KING 
And dog^s thence with whole shoulders run, 

So all things there aboundeth. 

The country folks themselves advance, 

For crowdy-mutton ’s * come out of France ; 
And J^tk shall pipe, and Jill shall lance, 

And all the town be merry. 

Ned Squash hath fetched his bands from pawn. 
And all his best apparel*; 

Brisk Ned hath bought a ruff of iawn. 

With droppings of the barrel. 

And those that hardly all the year 
Had bread to eat or rags to wear, 

Will have both .clothes and dainty fare, 

And all the day be merry. 

Now poor njen to the ju|tices 
With capons make their arrants, 

And if they hap to fail of these, 

Theg plague them with their warrants. 

But now they feec^.them with good cheer, 

And what they want they take in beer ; 

For Christaas comes but once a year, 

And then they shall be merry. 

Good faipers in the country nurse 
The poor that else were undone ; 

Souf landlords spend their money worst 
On lust and pride at London. 


' Fiddlers 



CHRISTMAS MERrVmAKING 

There the roysters they do play, 

Drab and dice their lands away^ 

Which may ours another day ; 

And therefore let ’s be merry. 

The cli^t now his\uit forbears, 

The prisoner’s heart IS eased ; 

The debtor drinEs away his cares, 

And for the time ii^plehsed. 

Though other pu^es be more fat. 

Why should we pine or grieve at that ? 
Hang sorrow ! care wilbkill a cat, 

And therefore let *s be merry. 

Hart, how the wags abroad do call. 

Each other forth*tt> rambling : 

And you 11 sm them in th^hall 
For nuts and apples scrambling. 

Hark, how the roofs with laughter sound I 
And they'll think the house goes round : 

For they the cellar's depth have ^und, 

And ^ere they will be merry. 

The wenches with their wassail-bowls 
About the streets are singing ; 

The boys are come to ca^ the owls, 

The wildnmre in is bringing. 

Our kitcheh-boy ha:tti broke his box, 

And to the dealing of the oz 

Our honest neighbours come by flocks, 

And here they'wfll be merry. 

M3 




CEREMONIES FOR CHRISTMAS 
Now king:s and queens poor sheep-cotes have^ 

. And mate with eyerybody : 

The honest npw may play the knave, 

And wise men play at noddy. 

Some 3rouths y^ll now a-mumming go, 

Some (^hers play W I^wland-ho, 

And twenty otli^r^ameboys mo, 

Because they wMl be merry. 

Then wherefore in these merry days, 

Should we, I pray, be duller ? 

Ho, let us sing some roundelays. 

To make our mirth the*fuller. 

Anc^ whilst thus inspired we sing. 

Let all the streets'with echoes ring. 

Woods ancUhills an& everything 
Bear witness we are mftry? 

George witner. 


CEREMONIES FOR 'CHRISTMAS 

Come, bring with a noise, 

My meiTy,^meity bof% 

The Christmas logbto the firing ; 

While my good dame she 
Bids ye all be firee, 

And drink to yOur hearts' desiring^ 


MS 



CHRISTMAS EVE 
With the last year’s brand 
Light the new block, and 
For good success in his spending, 

On your psaltries play, 

ThaVsweet luck may 
Come whil^ the log is a-tee^diffg.' 

* e 

Drink now the strong bf cr, 

Cut the white loaf here ; 

The lyhile the meat is a^shredding 
For the rare mince-pie, 

And the plums stand by ' 

To fill the paste that’s drkneading. 

Robert Herrick. 


CHRISTMAS EVE: ANOTHER CEREMONY 

• 

Come, gi^ard this iught the Christmas pie. 

That the thief, though ne’er so sly, 

With his flesh-hooks don’^ come nigh 
To catch it 


From him, who all alone sits there, 
Haijng his eyes still in his ear 
And a deal of nightly fear, 

To watch it 


Kindling 



CHRISTMAS EVE 


ANOTHER TO THt MAIDS 

Wash your hands, or else the fire 
Will not teend lb your desire ; 

Unwashid hands, ^^qmidens, know. 

Dead the fire ttfbugh ye blow. 

ANOTHER 

Wassail the trees, that they may bear 
You many a plum ^nd ifaany a pear ; 

For more or less fruits they will bring. 

As vou dog^ive them wassailing. 


THE WASSAIL 

Give way, give way, ye gates, and win 
An easy blessing to your bin 
And basket, by our entering in. 

May both with manchet*, stand replete^, 
Your larders too so hung with meat, 

That though 4 thousand, thousand eat, 

Yet ere twelve mo<ms shill whirl about 
Their silv’iy spheres, then none may doubt 
But more 's sent in than was serv’d out 


> White bread ' 



CHRISTMAS EVE 

Next may your dairies prosper so 

As that your pans ebb may know ; 

But if they do, the more to flow ; 

Like t6'a solemn sober stream 
Bank’d all with lilies, and the cyeam 
Of sweetest cpwslips Ailing them. 

Then, may your plants be prest with fruit. 

Nor bw or hive, you have, be mute ; 

But swe^y sounding like a lute. 

Nekt may your duck and teeming hen 
Both to the cock’s tread say Amen ; 

And for their two eggs render tea. 

I,4ist may your harrows, shears, and ploughs. 
Your stacks, your stocks, your sweetest mows. 
All prosper by our virgin vows. 


TWELFTH NIGHT 

Now, now the mirth comes 
With the cake full of plums,^ 

Wh^ bean 's the king of the sport here ; 
Besides we must know, 

The pea als^ 

Mutt revel at queen in the court here. 

X4« 



TWELFTH NIGHT 
Begin then to choose 
This night as ye use, 

Who shjUl foi^ the present delight here ; 
Be a king by the lot, 

And who s^all not 

Be Tw^fth-day qu<;cr^for the night here. 

Which known| let us make 
Joy>sops with tly; cake ; 

And let not a man then be seen here, 
Who unurg’d will not drink. 

To the base from the brink, 

A health to the king and the queen here. 

J'lexttrrown the bowl full 
With gentle IsCmb’s wool ; 

Add sugar, aiutmegt and ginger. 

With store of ale too f 
And this ye must do 
To make the wassail a swindger. 

Give then to the king 
Aiftl queen wassailing : 

And though with ale ye be whet here, 

Yet part from hence 
As free frbm offence 
As when ye innocqit met here. 



TO SIR SIMON STEWARD 


TO SIR SIMON STEWARD 

(• 

No news of navies burnt at seas ; 

No noise of late-spawn’d tittyrics ; , 

No closet plot) or open vent 
That frights men with a parliament 
No ijew device or late-found triclp 
To read by the stars the kingdom’s sick ; 
No gin to catch the state, or wring 
The free-born nostrils of the king, 

We send \o you : but here a jolly 
Verce crown’d with ivy and with holly. 

That tells of winter’s tales and mirth. 

That milkmaids make about the dearth, 

Of Christmas sports, the wassaU bowl. 
That tost up^ after fox-i-tji’-hole ; 

Of blind-man-buff, and of the care 
’ That young men have to shoe the mare ; 

Of twelye-tide cakes, of peas and beans, 
Wherewith you ma|ce those merry scenes, 
Whenas ye choose your king and queen, 
And cry out i ‘ Hey, for our town green ’ ; 
Of ash-heaps in the which ye use 
Husbands and wives by streaks to choose ; 
Of crackling laurel which foresounds 
^ plenteous harvest to yout grounds : 

Of thbse and such-like things fot shift, 

We send instead of New Year's gift 
Read then, and y^en'your faces shine 
With buxom meat and cap'ring wine, 

I5tt 



SONG 

Remember us in cups full crown’d, 

And let our city-health go round, 

Quite tkroug{i the young maids and the men, 
To the ninth i^umber, if not ten ; 

Until the hred chestnuts leap 
For joy^to sec the fc^i4s ye reap 
From the pluntp Aisdice and the cup» 

That tempts till it*be tossed up ; 

Then as ye sit about»your embers, 

Call not to mind \hosc fled Decembers, 

But think on these that are t' appear 
As daughters to the instant year : 

Sit crown’d with rosebudpt and carouse 
Till Liber, Pater twirls the house • 

Abdht your ears ; and lay upon 

The year your caits that ’s fled and gone. 

And let the russet swainstthe plough • 

And harrow hang up resting now ; 

And to the bagpipe all address, 

Till sleep takes place of weariness. 

And thus, throughout, with Chastmas plays 
Frolic the full twelve holidays. 


SONG 

Now winter nights enlarge 
The number of their hours ^ 

And douds thdr storms dischai^ 
Upon the airy towers. 



SONG 

Let now the chimneys blaze 
And cups o’erdow with wittc. 

Let well-tuned words amaze 
With harmony divine. 

Now ^^llow waxen lights 
Shall wait on honey love, , . 

While youthful revels, masques, *kn6 courtly sights, 
Sleep’s leaden spells remove. « 

This time doth well dispense 
Wi£h Ipvers’ long discourse, 

Much speech hath some defence. 

Though beauty no remorse. 

All do not all thing^s well ; 

Some measures comely tread,» 

Some knotted riddles tell, 

Some poepis smoothly, read. 

The summer hath his joys, 

And winter his delights ; 

Though love and all his pleasures are but to]rs, 
They shorten tedious nights. 

Thomas Campion. 


SONG 

To shorten winter’s sadin^ 

See where the nymphs with gladness 
Disguised all are coming 
Right wantoniy«a^mumming. 

Fala. 



SONG 

Whilst youthful sports are lasting^ 
Jo feasting turn our fasting ; * 
With r^ls and with wassails 
Make grief a&d care our vassals. 

Fa la. 


For yontlT it well bosetmeth 
Thai pleasure tie esteemeth ; 

And sullen age is hated ^ 

That mirth wQuld hihre abated. 

Fa la. 

• Anon. 


u 
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The damsel donnedlher kirtle sheen ; 

The hall was dressed with holly g^reen ; 
Forth to the wood did merry men go 
To gather in the mistletoe. 

Then opened wide the baron’s hall 
« To vassal, tenant, serf and'all ; 

Powv laid his rod of rule aside,* 

And ceremony doffed bis pride. 

The heir with rom in his shoes 
That night might village partner choose ; 
‘ *54 


CHRISTMAS MERRYMAKING 
The lord underogating^ share^ 

•The vulgar game of post-and-p«ir. 

All hailed wi^ uncontrolled delight 
And general voice the happy night 
That to the co^fage as the crown 
Brought fidings of station down. 

The fire with ^elf-dried logs supplied 
Went roaring up Ihe chimney wide ; 

The huge hall-table’s oaken face, 

Scrubbed till it slione, the day to grace, 
Bore then upon its massive board 
No mark to part the squire and lord. 

Then was brought in the^4usty brawn 
By old blye-coated serving maij ; . 

ThAi the grim boar’s-head frowned on 
high, 

Crested with bay and rosemary. 

Well can the green-garbed ranger tell 
How, when, and where the monster fell, 
What dogs before his death be tore, 

And all the baiting of the boar 
The T^assail round, in good brown bowls. 
Garnished with ribbons J>lithely trowls. 
There the huge sirloin reeked ; hard by 
Plum-porridge stood and Christmas pie ; 
Nor failed old Scotland to produce 
At such hig;^-tide her savoury goose. 

Then casih the meny masquers in 
And carols roared with blith^Bome din ; 

If unmelodious was the song 
It was a hearty note and strong. 

ISS 



CHRISTMAS MERRYMAKING 
Who lists may in their mumming see 
Traces of ancient mystery ; 

White shirts supplied the masqueradp, 

^nd smutted cheeks the visors made: 

But oh I what masquers richly digtiT: 

Can boast of bosoms half sodight ) 

England was«merry England when 
Old Christmas brought his^sporfS again. 

Twas Christmas broached thd mightiest ale» 
Twas, Christmas told the merriest tale ; 

A Christmas gambol oft would cheer 
The poor man’s heart through hjilf the year. 

• Sir Walter Scott 


THE minstrels played their Christmas tune 
To-night beneath my cotlage-eaves ; 

• While smitten by a lofty moon, 

The encircling laurels thick with leaves 
Gave back a rich and dazzling sheen, 

That ovei^wwered Iheir natural green. 

Through hilf and valley every breeze 
Had sunk to rest with folded wings : 

Keen was the air, but could not freeae 
Nor check the music of thq strings ; 

*So stput and hardy were the band 

That scraped the chords witii stlenuous^iand. 

And who but ii8teaed*^~till was paid 
Respect to evenr inmate's claim, 



CHRISTMAS MERRYMAKING 
The greeting given, the musip plajred 
In honour of each household name, 

Duly psonouyced with lusty call, 

And a merry Christmas wished to all. 

0 Brotjier, I reverently choice 
That took thed frdm thy native hills 
And it is g^iven thae to rejoice : 

Though public care full*often tills 
(Heaven only witness of the toil) 

A barren and ungrateful soil. 

Yet would that thou, witlj me and mine, 
Hadst heard this never-faiiling rite ; 
Anckseen'on othei^ faces shine * 

A true revival of tjjf light. 

Which Nattire, and these rustic powere. 
In simple childhood spread throughoursl 

For pleasure hath not ceased to wait 
On these expected annual rounds, 
Whether the rich man's sumptUbus gate* 
Call forth the unelaborate sounds. 

Or they are offered at the door 
That guards the lowliest of the poor. 

How touching, when at midnight sweep 
Snow-muffl^ winds and ail is dark, 

To hear— Ind sinl^again to sleep I 
Or at an earlier call to mark ^ 

By blazing fire, the still suspends 
Of self-compUcent innocence ; 



CHRISTMAS MERRYMAKING 
The mutual nod, the ^ave disguise 
Of hearts with gladness brimming o’er, 

And some unbidden tears that rise 
For names once heard, and heard na more ; 
Tears 'drightened by the serenade 
For infant Iji the cradle laid j 

Ahj^ot for emerald fields alone , 

With ambient streams mofe pare and bright 
Than fabled Cytherea's zone 
GlitteHnj: before the Thunderer’s sight. 

Is to my heart of hearts endeared 

The ground where we were born and reared I 

Hail ancient manners ! sure deface, 

Where they survive, of wholespme laws : 
Remi\^ts of love whose^ modest sense** 
Thus ii\to narrow room withdraws ; 

Hail usages of pristine mould. 

And ye^that guard them, mountains old I 

Bear with me, brother ! quench the thought 
That slights this passion or condemns ; 

If thee fond fancy ever brought 
From the proud margin of the Thames 
And Lambeth’s venerable towers « 

To humbler streams and greeny bowers. 

they can make, who fail to find, 

Short leisure even ii\^ busiest days ; 

Moments to cast i look behind, 

AiM profit by those kindly rays 
ISB 



CHRISTMAS MERlfSTMAKING 
That through the clouds do sometimes steal, 

And all the far off past reveal.* 

Hence while Che imperial city’s din 
Beats frequent on thy satiate ear, 

A pleased^ttention I ijjay win 
To agitStions less Severe, 

That neither overy{helm nor cloy, 

But fill the hollow vaje T^th joy. 

William Wordsworth. 


WINTEIJ was not unkind because uncouth, 

His prisoned time«iade me a closer g^uest 
And gave thy graoiausness a warmer zest, 

Biting all efse with keen aiid angry tooth : 

And bravelier the triumphant blood S( youth 
Mantling thy cheek its happy home possest, 

And sterner sport by day put strength to test. 
And custom's feast at night gav^ tongue ^o truth. 

Or sty hath flaunting summer a devjpe 
To match our midnight iVrelry that rang 
With steel and flame along the snow-girt ice ? 

Or when we htrked to nightingales that sang 
On dewy eves in spring, Tlid they entice 
To gentler Jdve tlugi winter’s icy fang ? 

Robert Bridges 



BALLADE OP CHRISTAaS GHOSTS 


l^L^DE OF CHRISTMAS GHOSTS* 

Between the moonlight and the firi 
In winter tr^ights long ago, ' • • 

WhfLt ghosts we raised for your desire, 

To make your merry blood* run slow ! 

How old, how grave, how wise we glow ! 
No Christmas ghost can make us chill. 

Save thole that troop in mournful row. 

The ghosts we all can raise at will ! 

The beasts can talk in bam and ))yre 
On Christmas Eve, old legends, know. 

As ye%r by year the years retire. 

We mei| fall silent then f trow, 

* Such sights hath memory to show. 

Such vpices from the silence thrill, 

Such shaMs return with Christmas snow,— 
The ghos^ we all can raise at will. 

Ob, children of the village^choir. 

Your carols on the midnight throw. 

Oh, bright across the mist and mire,* 

, Ye ruddy*hearths of Christmas glow ! 

Beat back the dread, beat down^the woo, 
Ldt's cheerily descend the hill ; 

Be welcome all, ^cdme or go. 

The ghosts we kll can raise at will I 
Ido 



CHRISTMAS EVE 
Envoy. 

Friend, sursum corda, soon or slow 
We part, like gfuests who Ve joyed their fill ; 
Forget them not, nor mourn them so, 

The ghosts wc^ll can raise at will. 

A Lang. 


CHRISTMAS EVE 

Basil. Sandy. Brian. Menzies. 

SANDY 

In holly hedges starving ^irds 
Silently mourn the setting year. 

BA^L 

Upright li^/e silveV-^lated swords 
The flags stand in the frozen mere. 

BRIAN 

The mistletoe we still adore 
Uston the twisted hawthorn ^rows. 

MENZIES 

In antique gardens hel|e^re 
Puts forth its blushing Christmas rose. 

SANDY 

Shrivelled and purple, cheek by jowl, 

The hips tmd hqjvs hang drearily. 

BASIL 

Rolled in a ball the sulky owl 
Creeps far into his hollow tree. 

X i6i 



:hristmas eve 

BRIAN 

in abbeys and cathedrals dim 

birth of Christ is acted o’er ; 

rhe kings of Cologne worship Him, . 
Baltiihzar, Jasper, Melchior. 

MENZIES . 

And*while our midnight ta^c is made 
Of this and that and now and then^ 

The ol^ earth-stopper with his spade 
And lantern seeks the fox’s den. 

SAftDY 

Oh, for a northern blast to bloiy 
These depths of air that cream and curdle ! 

^Slt • ^ 

Now are the halcyon days, you know ; 

Old Time has leapt another hurdle : 

And pauses as he only may 
Who knows he never can be caught 

BRIAN ‘ 

The winter solstice, shortest day 
And longest night, was past, I thought 

« BASIL 

Oh yes 1 but fore^d-alt a weeir 
Silent the winds must ever be, 

Because ^e ha|^ halcyons seek 
their nests u^ the sea. 

* ife , 



CHRISTMAS EVE 

BRIAN ^ 

The Christmas-time 1 the loyelv things 
Thatjast of it ! Sweet thoughts and deeds ! 

SANDY 

How strong aiM greej^ old Legend clings 
Like^ivy round th*e ruined creeds ! 

MENZIES 

A fearless, ruthless, wanton band, 

Deep in our hearts we guard from scathe: 

Of last year’s log a smpuldering brand 
To light at Yule the firf of faith. 

BRIAN* 

The shepherds in,t^e neid at nigni 
Beheld ^ angel glory-clad, 

And shrank away with sore affright* 

‘ Be not afraid,’ the angel bade. 

‘ I bring good news to king and clown, 

To you here crouching on the sward ; 

For there is bom in David’s town 
A Saviour which is Christ the Lord? 

* Behold the ^be is swathed, and laid 
Within a manger.’ Straight there sto^ 

Beside the angel ill arrayed 
A heavdhly multitude. 

*Glof 7 to God,’ they sang ; *ind peace, 

Good pleasure among men. 

ib3 



CHRISTMAS EVE 
SANDY 

The wondrous me^^e of release ! 

MENZIES 
'Glory to God again! 

BRIAN 

Again 1 God help us to be p:ood k 
BASIL 

Hush 1 h|U‘k ! without ; the waits, the waits ! 

With brass, and strings, and mellow wood. 

MENZIES 

A simple tune can ope heaven’s gates ! 

SANDY 

, Slowly they play, poor careful souls. 

With wistful thoughts of Christmas cheer. 
Unwitting how their music rolls 
Away the burdewof the year. 

BASIL 

And with the charm, the homely rune, 

Our thoughts tike childhood’s thoughts are given" 
When allx)ur pulses beat in tune 
With all the stars of heaven. 

MENZIES 
Okceasel Oh chase I 



CHRISTMAS EVE 
SANDY 

Ay ; <ycase, and bring 
The w^ssail-bowl, the cup of grace. 

BRIAN 

Pour win;, and heat it till it sing, 

Witl# cloves And dardamums and mace. 


BRIAN 

Hush ! hark ! the waits far up the street ! 

BASIL 

A distant, ghostly chachi unfolds, 

Of magic«music wild ^d sweety * 

Anomes and clarigolds. 

John Davidson. 
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NOTES 




THE six Ljitin Hjmuis here given are the best of those «spoo the 
Nathritjr, from the aog^ simplicity of St Ambrooe, to the rottfh jolt 
of the poq|ilar carol in tl|etthfteen-<7Uable trochaic imetre. For de> 
tailed critidsra the leader will consult the authoritiea tm Sacred Latin 
Poetry ; it will suffice h^ to say that St. Ambrose was bishop of 
Milan in the fourth century, and Aiough not quite the first writer, was 
practically the founder, of Litin Hymnology ; that Prudentins (bom 
34fi) wrote sacred po^ms from which hymns were^cxt^ctsd for 
church purposes, and that the Abb 4 Maubnm was y>e fifteenth 
century author of a treatise callpd ' Rosetum Sj^uale,' from vdikh 
the poem here quoted is taken. « 

Page 4--PUER NATUS IN BETHLEHEM is an anonymoas 
poem, the oldpst known text of which is found in a Benedictine Pro* 
ccsaioiJt of the fourteenth century. Verses 6-io are much later. See 
Julian, ' Dictionary of Hypyiology.’ 

Page 6.-ADE8TE FI DELES, which has been attributed^ wlthoat 
any authority to St. Boruventnra (I^bm 1221), is nSknown au t ho r * , 
ship. Mr. Julian considers it as most probably a French ^ Cersoan 
hymn of the seventeenth or eighteenth century. 

Page 9.-ANGELUM MISIT SUUM was printed in, Thomas 
'^right's * Songs and Carols,’ edited for the Percy Society from a 
MS. in his powession. Mr. bright was a Aotorionaly Ausla« crttor 
(see an ytide in the ‘ (Quarterly Revfow ' for 1848 by the fotbar of Or. 
Garnett of the British Museum), and the last versa of the carol as 
printed by him is nonsense. A few obvious blunders to syntax have 
been corrected thrwigbmit the poem, but the foOowiag. which is the 
ihal Btansa, is leas oonigible. 

O Pater qni gennisti hnne ab initio 
Bt deditei gert m^ p rsc m ides pretio 

Jmttewe, Ik vitare nos a snpplicio. 

Or. Gmastt tets not been able to ascertain Sffaat bsq»e of Mr. 

Vright% ns., so that vsrifleatioa has been bapoMibk. 

Y rtp 



NOTES 

A tpednien m$.j be added hen of a hybrid etyle of poem eery popoiar 
in the fUkeenth centory. 

AiAtfoaria cteila, 

The atar on the tea, 

'Dd MaUf alma, 

Bteaoed mot ahe be, 

Atqne temper 
Pray thy aon foMne, 

PeUxoaU porta, 

That I may come to thee. 

Gabriel, that archanfei 
Vu thr meaaeofer ; 

• 

EARLY CAROLS.— Beaidet the private NS. edited for the Perqi 
Sodfty, another (in the Britlih NiMum, Sloane NS., 9593) waa edite<i 
by Mr. Wrifht for the Warton Clvb. These, both apparentty of the 
reign of Henry VI., are >001 oldest coupons of Chriitmaa Sonp 
and Carols. From the Percy Society repfmt I have takeiPTKIE 
ENDRIS NIGHT, and from the other ^T. STEPHEN VAS / 
CLERK and 1 SING OF A MAIDEN. * 

.Pace 13^-AS *J(^EPH VAi A-VALKING, a passage Iron 
what la knbwn as ‘Cherry Tree (^arol.' 

Page 14.-NAY, IVY, NAY. First printed in Ritaoo’s ‘ Ancient Songi 
and Balias,' from a MS. of Henry VI.’s reign (Hari. 539 ^- 
Page 16.-1 N BETHLEHEM THAT NOBLE PLACE. Froc 
‘ Cbriatmaa CiroUes newl^ imprinted ' (c. 1550), as pnbliahed in ' Biblio 
gra^iical Miscellanies, being a selectioo of curious (deces in iprse aw 
prose’ (1813). - 

Page 17— THIS ENDRIS NlGirr. Another poem beginniag so I 
printed in Ssndys' ' Christmas Carols. ' 

PagehS.*-YnUiam Donbar, bom c. 1460, and ths greatest of the oi 
Scottish poe^ waa originally a preaching friar, and afterwards king' 
■mbasssdor. His poetry is not always dcsrotieoal, but it is alway 
wdlsnittan. , ^ V , 

Pate dr.-THE BURNING BABE, for which Mr. Ciaae he 
drawn qm of his happiest Ahotratioaa, is the gem of SonthwaD 


So fair he gret onr Lfdy, 
With an ‘five 'so dear: 
‘Hah, be thou, Mary, 

Be thoU( Mary, 

8nlko( Goddes gracc^ 
And Qneen of Mercy.' 



NOTES 

ITCtt constancy for folkming his vocaUoD (1505). AnoafirtheMtesof 
Ben Jonson's conversations preserved by Dnunmond (d Hawthomden 
comes the following : * That Southwell wAs banged ; yet so he bad 
written that piece of his “ The Burning Babe,” be would haveibeen 
content to destroy many of his.' 

Page 33 - -Jonson's remarks on Donne are also worth quoting. * He* 
esteemetb Jo^ Dortie the first poet in the world in some things . . . 
that Donne for no^ keeidhg of accent deserved hinging . . . that 
Donne himself, for not being understood, would peiisb.' It is pleasant 
to see that a modem •edition of this fine and forgotten pset is 
announced for * The Muses' Ubnry.' 

PsfiT 34-— Joseplf (bom in 1574), was bishop of Exeter and 
afterwards of Norwich. He was a bold prelate, and incmred the 
enmity first of Laud, afterwards of the Commonweal^, by whom 
his see was sequestrated. He spent the last years of his life on a 
small Norfolk farm. Most of hi\ poetry, written in early life,»took 
the fomf of satires. • 

Page 9 ir John Beaqmont was an •elder brother of Franda 
Beaumont, the dramatist; in politics a Royalist, and in religioa a 
Puritan. His works hage been collected by Dr. Crosart in the 
Fuller Worthk*’ Library. ^ ^ 

Page 3p.— William Drummond of Hawthomden, jfhout conversatloas^ 
with Ben Jonson, who visited him in 1619, have been^referred to ^ 
above, was, in point of art, the Lord de Tabley of the seventeenth 
century. One of his best pieces, beginning 'Pbcebus, |rise,' has 
become familiar to this generation from Hs inclnatoo in ‘ The Golden 
Treasury.’ • * 

Page 4*.— George. Wither (I588>ifi67), the author of that fine poem 
‘The MlstresB of Philarete,' in which occurs thespopolar ’Shall I 
wasting in deqtair,' nrrote also much religious poetry, very Ifttle of 
which is worth reading. The ROCKING HYMN is from ‘ Halle> 
h^ah ' eritb one verse omitted ; the other poem from * Hymns and 
Songs of the Chnrch.’ , 

Phge 4 S-To rend Cilel Fletcfcer is to be reminded of both Spenser 
aq|l njtton, hhr fjeater piaster and his greater disc^ Bafhehas 
beauties of his own: witnem the cooclttdiag lines of the exempt hate 
ghren from ' Christ’s yitibuj in Heaven^ 

Pegs 4fi.-The Re*. Robert Herrick wm okm of Dess Prior hi 
Dsfomririre from ifiap to 1647. when he was ejected by the Psrtass, 
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NOTES 

•ad ac«iB from 1662 to hi* death, twehre yean later. Hit sacred 
pi^fM or ' Ndhle Niiiid>ers,' u be calls them, have been thrown into 
the riude by the more secflar ' Heq)erldes,’ into which he has fransr 
friae 4 the very essence of Deronshire cream ; but his reliflpioos verse 
is of genuine if not deep inspiration. ** 

*Page 490rlt is matter of r^jet that Herbert's muse can be reprO’ 
sented here by only one piece, and that far from 1^ best. 

Page 51.— This marvdlous hymn was v^rtttec by flilton wl|en he was 
jttst twenty-one years of age. 

Pagtibi.— The title which the editor gave to Crashaw's poems-' Steps 
to the Temple ' — represents by no iSimns adequately His relation to 
Herbert. Crashaw's genius was far more fervj^, aLd guided with far 
teas taste* Ffrvour and bad taste are, bdeed, constant notes of 
Rmnan Catholic poetry, but Crashaw to these adds genius. The 
second piece here given is from the*'Sospetto d’Herode.’ Of the 
EpiplHUiy Hymn we have printed qply the opening and the dose. 

Page 7X.— Jeremy Taylor told his friend Evelyn that in wrltJhg verse 
he had but the use of hhi left hand, and th^criticism is a jnst one. He 
has no mastery of rhythm or even of metre. * 

Page 73.— Henry Vaughan is another ezaiuple of a poet marred for 
want of |>ainB. With a mystical and imaginative nfind that could 
jmstab itself in* regions to whl^ Herbert could never soar, his 
attractioa tfr Herbert came too late in life to permit of his maftering 
* that poet’s admirable method. The poems on church festhrala, to 
which the^opc of this book limits us, are among his poorest. 

Page 77.-From ' England's Helicon,’ an anthology publisbed in tdoo. 
Page 79.- Of the anonydbus poems, the first two and the last come 
from the nofovian Hymn-book, and should bc> traceable go their 
authors, though h have not succeeded in tracing them. The third 
was found by Nr. Bullcn in a Christ Church FIS., and publhdicd in 
* nore Lyxks from EUsabethan Song-books.' ^ 

Pag« Is.— We are sensihle of a chill in passing oobof the seventeenth 
century. Tai^ and Watts, even Doddridge and Wesley, ill make up 
dor the gtow and forvour we have left 

Page iS.-John Byrom (i0gn-i7fiB> the w^ ef / . fc l >ast one Qpe 

ky■h^ and several unequalled epigrams, was a friend of WaUnm Law, 
thsaBysttc,man!yof wheel, ped^ he did into verse. Thepoemheie 

Pag«9«.-From ‘ May Carota,’ llS 7 . 
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NOTES 

PaffC 100.— Edward Thrin; (i8ax-x8S7) was for tUrtHoor ytara 
headmaster of Uppingham School, which he transformed from an 
inaigiiiScant local grammar<achool into t| public school of the first 
rank. His ' Poems and Translations ' appeared in 1887. 

Page X02.— By spMial permlsuon of Messrs Macmillan. 

Page X03.-MASTERS, IN THIS HALL was first ^ted iif 
Sedding’s ' /y^tient f|hristnias Carols (i860). 

Page iof|-OUTL^NHEH 5 . WHENCE CAMS YE LAST? is 
from ' The Land EasA of the Sun and West of the Moon,' in sot. iii. 
of the * Earthly Paradise»' 

Pa^ 108 .— Sir GALAHAD L from the ‘Defence of Goenerere’ 
volume. • , 

Page X 18.— This quaint carol, almost too quaint, as aome^nay think, 
was suggested by a drawing of D. G. Rossetti's. • 

Page xai.— This poem is printed for the first time. A few of Father 
Hofddns’s poems were* published, in Miles’ ‘ Poets of the Century ‘ 
(vol. viif.), with a brief memoir by Mr. Robert Bridges ; a few more 
will be found in ‘Lyra Spcra,’ an anthcAogy made by the pr es e n t 
editor ^Methuens) ; it is* to be hoped that before long his genius may 
be recognised in a complete edition. 

Page 127.— Fi^ ‘ Retrospect.* 

Page xjx.— From ' A Book of Verses ’ (George A|(en, 1884). 

Page X32.— Mr. Image's poem is here first published. ' 

Page 133.— From ‘ Diversl Colores,’ 1891. 

Page X35.-From ‘The Religion of Humanity and othfr poems' 
(Rivingtoa and Percival, 1890). 

Page 136.— Two verses from a poem callld ‘ How l 5 ave Came,’ by 
Mra. Alice Arcber*Sewall, published in * Harper's Magasine,’ Ccpy- 
1 ^ 93 , by Harper and Brotheqp. 

P»ge X39.-CAPUT APRI DEFERO. This is the oldest and best 
,of the Boar's Head Carols. 

Page 14X.— Some the references in Wlther’s poem are not now to 
he explained. None of the antiquaries seem to know wpst the games 
of Rowland-ho and catdhing the owls were ; noddy is cribbiyre, aad* 
thf srfldmare protybly apee^mw. 

Fhge 14*.— TWELFTH NIGHT. A pea and bean arere bakA b 
the twelfth cake, and sfhocver drew^thqm sme kbg and qaeen 

Phge ISB.-TO SIR SIMON STEWARD. TBtyriee are weA ex- 
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NOTES 

ptakiacd bjr Nr. PoUird to be }ui euij dob of nohocks. He ekes a 
poem of a date before 1633, in which the Use ocenra— ‘Thej caU them* 
■ehres the Tytere-toes.' Fbx bi the hole is a hopping game ; Shoe- 
ing tik mare a kind of fox and hounds. Liber Pi^ mesfes Father 
, Bacchus. 

Vage i54VFrom ‘ narmioo.’ Introduction to canto vi. 

Page 156.-* To the Rev. Dr Words^ipilh, wiA the sonnets to the 
River Duddon, aftd other poems in the coUlctfon ' iiBso). 

Page iSp.— From the ‘Growth of Love’ (privatelj printed by Rev. 
H. Dihlel, Oxford. i88q). 

Page 160.- From ‘ Rhymes k la Mode ’ (^aul and TrenchT 1885). , 
Page idi.—From ‘ Fleet Street Eclogues' <nathev^ and Lane, i8g3), 
with an omissidb sanctioned by nr. Davidson. 
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A BOOK OF CHRIST^IAS VERSE. Edited by li. C 
BnciuiMb M.A 4 tod lUttftTKted by Waltka CiutAt. OmAs 
Sms. S*o * * 

fi tTlIrn"^ iT tTt •-"* ^ »«-- «-»-»- 

m Mm |MMM diw; Hr. WaRw Ci^ hM M|»ad anml mMtiBrtsBi. «sd 
0mmm, A t iniiB ilB a of Mw bnt M ^ Arm mmiotarfaom it n ii iWh ii 
byflMdMnMN|bWK«lb»trf«McbanlMna«fa«adCi.lWirMMB^ * 
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;oHiv Bms 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAFC By John Keble. With Intro- 
ductioa and Notes by W. Lock, M.A., Sub-Warden «f Kebic Collie, 
« Author ^'The Life of John Keble.’ Illustrated by R. Anninu 
8:'o, sr. 

A now «litiun of • famout book, lllostrated ^<-nd prints] in blick tml red, 
unifornt with the ‘ laiiuti.>ti of Chtiivi.* ' r 

• Theology and Philosophy 

B. 0. 0IB80M t 

, THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE CHI5RCH OF ENG- 
LAND. ‘tnKctl %iih an Introduction by E. C. CinsON, M.A., 
I’rinupal of* Wells Theological College, /m nv/f volumes. Demy 
8w. yr. bd. tack. I'ol /. * 

Thti U lk« fir\t Volume of * t ratwe on lh« »«xi*. Articles and cental, tlic Intro 
JucUori and Article* i.-iviii , % 


. 11* L. omry 

THE DOCTRINE AF THE INCARNATION. By L. 
* Orri.EV, M.A., late fcliOA- of MagobUen (Joklcgc, Oxon. Princip.il 
of I'uscy House. /« tvoo volumes. Demy Svo. js. 6J. hck. I'ol. /. 
This i* the fitii rolunfe of « b-nok e tended b« an aid in the stnd; of tbe doctrine 
*- of the IncainaCion. It^eahwith the leading points in the hatory ol the doctrine, 
il| conteot, alt it* relation to otnrr truth* of Chn»tun laith. 


P. 8. GRAKUBil 


THE VV0R6HIP OF THE ROMANS. By F. S. Granger^ 
M,A., LituD^ Professo^ of Philosophy at University College, 
Nottingham. Cmvn Stw. 6i. 

Tba atnhor ba* attempted tv delinaata that froap of beiiefa: which stood ia ctoM 
eoamcitoa with the Roman religion, and atnonr the inbjecta treated are Droama, 
Nature Wmhip, KdlMta Mafic, Diviaailoii, lioly Placet, V'icums, etc. Tbtu 
iha book u, apart from ha ia n aed kia «bi«ct, a oootribiition to iolk-iare and 
compatatlvc piTchology. 


^ « • L ». BoBaom 

fHE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE By L T. Hobhouse, 
, Fellow and Ittor of CorjAu College, Oxfoida Dtmy tii 
• "The Thean of Kaowkdfe’ daak with some of the foiulanu|i^ pnitikm ef 
Metaphjrato aad Liwk, hf traMbf ihm in cooMCthn . enlh tm anoiham 
Piap I. bag^ with UM i lfia t ii T coodithm of knowtedfC s«ch at Sarwation 
and MaoMry. and MMea an so JodamM. Pa«t ii. deals with lafaeastea k 
feoor^^Indaouwkpaiticalarc Paarr t». daois with the etnKttBnda 
itOM EMirkdfii OHk m MaSlor. Sobata 


if KMirkdfi, OHk M MbSM 
MBKMsioCththoHiis ewHinNSlvc 


. Paarr t». daois with the etroettHm oomso. 
ir. Sobataaoa, and Penooslhy. Us wiii 
hM B lialM Cfitkah ladeBmaljorttMi 
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W. H. FAIRBROTHER 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF T. H. JrEEN. By W. JI. Fair. 

BROTHIS, Jl A., Lecturer at Lincoln College, Oxford. Crtwn 8tv. 


TbU volume U exo^tory, not oiticaJ, end U intended for icnior ctudtoit etUu 
Unirerdikt, andothcri, ttntement of Grccn'i tea^hins and an Introduction 
to lift itudyr of WealUn’hiloeophy 

a F.^W. BUSSELL 

THE SCHOOL OF PLATO : its Origin And Revival under 
the Roman Empire. By F. W. Bossall, M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Brasenuse College, Oxford. In two volumii. ^taoy 8tw. VoL I. 

Ill theaa volumea the autliot haa aticinptrd to reach the cantial%ocirines of Ancient 
t'hiloaophv. or the place of imn in created thmc», and bit relation to U» outer 
world of Nature or Society^ and to the Divine lleinK. The firvt volutna cum- 
pruM a turvey of the entire period of a thooumd yean, and citunioaa the 
cafUinal notions of the Hellenic. HcllcnUtic, and Roman agea from thU particular 
point of view. 

In iQCCt^ing divitioni^ thi works of Latin and Greek wrltan ttnd« the Empire 
will be more clocely studied, end detailed cssayui(iMiaciua their various lystenu, 
r f. Cicero, Manillas, Lucretius, Seneca, Atmtidts, Appultiui, snd the Nelr 
i'Utooist^af AlexandriJ and Athens. 

> 

C. i. SHEBBEABE 

THE GREEK THEORY OF THE STATBf AND •THE 
NONCONFORMIST CONSCIENCE : x Socialistic Defence of 
•one Andent InsUtations. By Chaalks John SHB|BtAAB, B.A., 
Christ Church, Oxford. Crovm 8tv, tt. 6J, 


History aiid Biography 

BDWAS9 QIBBOH 

THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE 
By Edward Gibbon. « A New Edition, edited with Notes, 
Appendkes, sad Ifapi by J. B. Boiv, M.A., Fellow of 
CoUcfc, /• S/vw fWkrift. Cmm 9m. Sr. emJL fW. f. 

ThaifBM,„ 

midiMKii 

latfcalreMu^ BAlui^by asetwtar 
—4 1— <A fat m ewiaiiM fetia aad i 
aa«MMe«M. TW waiwiees wiN ‘ 
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RLE HOlSBURaB 

THE CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO. By E. L. S. HoRS- 

BUEGHi EA. tyiUA Plans. Crown Zw. Jj. • * 

*rhls b • fun^ecoaat of tha final ktruggie of Napotcoo, and contain! a cartbtl ttudy 
from a itriibfical point of view of the norcmenti of the French and allied armba. 

FUNDEB8 PETBIS C' a 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART- % W M. Flinders 
Petrie, r),C.E IVtth no Illustrafionf. Croion%i>o. y.(>d, 

A ^ook which deaU anih a tubject which hac tyvcr yet l^en serioudy Jreatad. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the Pap^i, and edited 
with nol« by W. M. Fi.i»i>ers rKtkiK, Lkl)., D.C.L. Illut- 
trated by TA.RfKAM Eixls. Part II. Crown Zvo. y, 6J. 

• W, H. HUTTON 

THE LIFE OF SIR THOMAS m6rE. .By W. H. HUTTOK, 
M.A?, Anthor of * William laud.’ *jViih Poriratts. C>own 8(>c. $f. 
Thb book conlaln! the rtault of some research and a considrr.ih!e aaMmut of infae- 
matioa not contained to oUlet l!iec^ It alto coutfias.ili i‘ortraiUMftar Holbeia 

ofMoreaodhbrclatKyit. • ^ 

'U. T. HORTON , 

JOHN HO^. By R. F. Horten, D I)*, Author ot ‘The Bible 
„ and InspurttioD/ tVsth a Portrait. Crovm Zct. y. 6d, 

[Ltadtrs of Rtlifim. 

f. M'OUirR 

THE LIFIJ OF JOHN. KNOX. By F. M‘Cunn. With a 
Portrait Crown 8m. y. 6d. {Lasultn of RtUgims. 

« • 


(fcncral Literature 

V. B. woidrou) 

SOUTH AFRl^: Us Hiitor and its Future. By W. Basil 

WOBiPOU),^ak. A. W&k a Map, Croom 8m. p. * 

flib whaaM OMtaftM a tlwct hteery of Sooth AfHca. and a ftiU aoeoaat of ki 
priOMt fOimit ood of to inroowtioiry co|mdriio. ^ 


I. E UOniLOOE 

THEf»IANOFORTS SONATA: Us Or^siti 
BrJ.EtaMjQOL LV»w|Ipil $1. 
nil || a^Mtelsai oMfeSsir Mtetai aomni«r ibo Sm 


lUkliAHMlHAsaAaotsM 
eilb. It ooMilM otooM I 
IhiiE^ tdki pohBe. 


tsis. 
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r. W. THEOBALD 

INSECT LIFE. By F. W. Thiobald, M.A. lUustmttd. 

zs. 6d. {Untv. Exttntt^n Stritt. 


R. P. BOWKAHEl 

THE HOUSING OF THE WORKING CLASSES. By F. 

BowmaI^K. 8b^ 2 s. 6J. [Social Qucitiam Stmi. 

. onHHIRQEAll 

BARGAINING : A CHAPTER OF 'MODERN ECO- 
NO.MICS. By AV. Cunningham, LLD., Fellow bf Trinity 
Collq^. C»mbrKlge. CrTwn Zvo. 2 s. fxi. [Social Qnutiom 


M. KAUFMAMN. 

SOCIALISM AND MODERN THOUGHT. BjmI^ Kaufmann, 
CrounZvo. zt.U [Sma^QutsitoHj Strut. 


Classical • Translations 

A-A/V VOLUMES 

CfwM Sw. finely frinted and*houHd in l>lut Imckram. 

SOPHOCLES-EIectra and Ajax. ^^TJflfslatcd by E, D. A- 
MoxsHV^n, M.A.'.Aite Scbolaf of New College, Oxford; AoUunt 
Muter at Winchester, ir. 6^ ^ ^ 

CICERO— De Natura Dtonim. Tranbl^ted by F. BrOOI^ 
M.A. y.ftd. 


Educational 


A. M. M. rrSDUAK 

STEPS TO CREEK. By A- M. *. SteuiAn. M.Al i8«w. 

A ^wrylnlradiexkwU) Greek, with Oftck-EofliiA ii>gJWi.-Ck»tk EJumiMt. 

0. E. PRIOR 

A SKETCH OF FRENCHNLITERATU|£ FOR ^MY 
and CERXIFICATE EXAMINATIONS.^^ C R 
bue AuiiUat Master at the Oaford MiUuty Odlege, Moden^ 

Laogaage Master ft Fettaa College. Crown Zm.* u.6d, 

DBMOSTHEft^ES AGAINy 

wCoHege. Sm «. 

A2 
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Messrs. Methu^^’s- 
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"■Publications 


■ Poetry 


Bndyirf Klplinf. BA>.RACK.ROOM .BALLADS; And 
Other Vcrie*. By Rudyard Kipling. f.i£hih Cimn 

8 w. 6 ir, • • • 

^ ^ Speeb^ Presei^Ation Edition, bound in white buckram, with 

• eitra gill oniament. it, 6./. 

* Mr. KlpUn|'« wm i* «tn>o|, vivid, full of chaxactrr . . . Uooiisttkibte fenini 

rials to * 

*Tk« durtpoubk Uofo of Coduyoe b bcncefortb jiiOified befon tk« world ; for 0 
MM ol Moiin bat taken it in wand, and has st>o« o. beyond all cavilUaK, tut in 
ha way It aho b a mediom for litcratwa. Von are fra^vf**!. r*>" hi 


Utken it i 

ha way it aho b a medioir. ... . , . , _ 

vpiknHHf. half in envy and half in adtairaiion : ** ilera b a hjpk \ hart, or Cft b a 
batdHna, b om of the hooks of Ibt year.'' JVkririM/ Omrttr. 

'Bnmidt'Ilooia asllaA* contaiM wana oitht best work that Ut, KMat im 
tw doM, srhkb b Myia| a good deal. “ FQiiy>Wuuy,'‘ "Gott|i Ota, m4 
"ToaMn]L”ar«, in ow owobM, dtocathrt mtvwm to naythlng of tha knd^ 
Ita^ibh hilMrto yroduers.'— rifAnMrsoM. 

ha hoUnda «a«m ttdtli tMOibMtian, Uwy ttalpbota wtdi Mootbo. Wa rand dbai 
with hMghlar aad twn; the nwtrw ihrob in ow fialiM. tba cwMb^ ovdand 
wwdt tbdpo «bb tlfa ; Md if thb W iMt F0«wr. Whtt br-/bj/ 
a • 

lYRA HEROICA: An AnthcOogy MtectMl fiom tb^ 
heiwffagHih Vcm of die idth, tyth. t<th« uid t$df Ccatwiet. By 
WtuLUM Emwr HtKtky. BmOrwm^giltt^ U. 
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"Q* THE GOLDEN POMP : A Procession of EogUth Lyric* 
fro9\StuteT to Shirley, Arranged by II T. Qoillbe Oooq^ Cmtm 
hiw. SmiAm, 6 j. 

Alfo 40 copies on hind-made paper. Dtmy ^va. n. ncL 
Also 1 $ copies on Japanese paper. Demy Sr-fl. is. nei, 

* A detighlfhl volniut a rea!lj%o!deo " Pomp."’— 

'Of tbaauay ant^olc^i^ ll 'oUl rhyme’ reccnlly mAd?, Mr Couch » Mien* the 
richest In its outcruUs, nnd the must artiiitk in iu firaneemrut. Mr Couch's 
nous are «dmir*l>le; end Mesiirs. Mcihticn are to be conaistulatcd 00 the forinai 
of the lumptuous volopie.'- » 

“Q." GREEN BAYS Inverses and i'arodics. By “ Q.," Author 

of ‘Dead Kfan’s /lock,* etc. Semsd LJiiton. Sre, y.bd. 

'The verses display a rare and versatile (ift of parody, grtAX g^gHaand cf meirt, and 
a very prelty lurn of humour.'— Tiwirr 

H. 0. Beeching. LYRA SACR.\ ; An Antholoj^y of Sacred Vcthc. 
Edited H. C.* Bekchi.mi^, M.A. Creum 8w>. Butiffim, gilt- 
Oi. « 

‘ An anibidogy of htRh esrellente - , 

‘A (^larmmg selecuoD, Vlueb maiijtaint a lofty btaadard of er cell e ace. '— TtMirr. 

Yeats. AN ANTHOLOGY OF IKi-m^ERSE Edited by 
W. B. VjtATS. c'tfe'M 8 tip. 3' 6./. 

' An attractive and catholic c- lection. > ^ 

' It is edited by the most or'^'.'.a] end n.^'': '("plUhed of modern Irish poets, and 
aeairi).t hii edtting hut a n.i,;le objea.on v.ari U bioolfit, namely, that it eauudSt 
from the CoUcctiuo his own delicate lyitcs ~ Ktr'tt€. • ^ 


Haekay. A SONG OF THE .SHA ; Mv Laoy or DRiiAMS, 
AND OTHER POEMS. By Eric Mackav, Autlinr jf ‘The Lore 


Letters of a Violinist.' SnenJ KJitiiSH. A.n/. 81 - 0 , giU tep, y. 

'Everywhere Mr. Mackiiy displays himself the master of a styir mar'iMHl by all the 


bataace ; hu venK eace/cntly soncirous, ard would tend Itself a „ , ^ 
Clecutionary art. . . . lu main mrnt a us “lung resofidiiic tuardb aiMl aMgy 
divine." Mr. Mackay it full of e4nbimaMn. ami for the ligM tfetatps. His new 
hook is H healthful as it i» eimioeo^— OW-r 
* Tbroochout the hot* the poetic worth^iabip i-. feoe.'— dCejtojai^ 

Jana Barlow. THE BAITLE OF THE FROcTXnd MICBi 


ttamhttcd fay Jamb Bari^w, Authur of ' Irish Idylls.' ■ad.pietisrcd' 
by F. D. Bimroiuf. SmeUl &r. nB. 


Amk. BrAhP. a Drama by Henrie Ibsen. Tratilfted % 
WnxiAM WIUON. CraowSew. SterndMimm, p.td. 
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*'A. 0 .‘' VERSES TO ORDER. By»A.G.” Cr.Svo. is.U 

mt. I 

A uuU #!flaiii« of niM bf ■ writer wboM InitUJt are well kaow; to OafoA men. 

' A capiul apectffleo «f Uxht academic poetry. Tbeae mW* are rery bright and 
a •flgagtog^eaay and Mmdentty witty . —.SV- Jtmut't GmutU. 

Hosktn. VERSES BY THE WAY. By J. D.^Hosken, 

CfvumZiDc. 51.4 • * 

Oale. CRICKET SONGS. By Norman Galb. Crovm 8m 

ZtnreA is.td, / * 

* AUo I limited edilioo 00 basd-matie paper. Dmy BS. los. 6J. 
net. * m * 

* At healthy m they are tpirited. and ought to have a great tcccen.'—Timts. 

‘ SimtiJe, manly, ggi^umoroat. K^■«^y oncketcr ihould boy the booV.'—H'iJtmimtler 
Gautt*. ' Cricket has never known »uch a unget, '—CtuJktt. 

Langbridigo. BALLADS OF THE BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry. 
KHte|Driae, Courage, and Constancj;. Oom the* Earliest Timei to the 
Preaent Day. Edited, with NoUs, t>y Rev. F. LangbIidgi. 
CrmnStv. School Edition, 2/. 6t/. , 

A wry haftpy conception hafpily canted out. Th«f " ftaliails of the Ittava*' are 
iDtendeu to iidt the rcdNa4^of boys, and will suit the taste of the grut majority. 
•^yttUtUr. ' l»s buok it full of eplendij ihinga.'— W'afZZ 

• % 

•E^iglish Classics 

Edited by W. E. Henley. 

Mtthoen are (‘uhluhlnt, tinder ibie title, a eeriee of the masterpiecee of the 
KnglUh toogue, whKh, while well wiihtn the reach of the average buyer, ahatl be 
at once an mnameoi to ibe ab^l of him that owra, and a delight to the eye of 
him that read*. 

Yha iMHiti, of which^r. Wtl)iaai||Kroert Henley ii Ibo general editor, will confine 
itaelf to no single period or department of lueratiue. Poetry, lictiao, drama, 
biography, aatubkigrapby. Ictten, eaiayt— to all them heldi it the mai^l of 
many gooaly votames. * 

The hooka, which art dgugned and printed ^ Metsn. Coniubte, an imued in two 
adhioM^i) A enwlr edition, on the finflu japantae wUma, dony fro, lu. a 
voHum not ; (t) the popatu edition on U{l paper, crown tvo, bticki w, ye. a 

XHk LIFE OPINIONS OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. 
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* TbU new adiuoa of t great claauc might make an honoonble apf'<aranc« b ao? 
Ubntrjr b the workL Printed by CooMablmoa bid ^per, bonnil in mtMi artlitlc 
and jrattful'lookinc fi); err«n buckram, withm frontitpiK* portrait and an mtr^xinc- 
UonTjy Mr. C^Iei Whihley, the book mfcht well be irtued at iSne lime* it* 
preteni price 1ndtf>tnd»mi. 

'Cheap and comely; a very agreeable edition.' — S*tuT 4 »j Rtvitw^ 

' A rea] acqoiiitian to the \i\3nxy,' —Birntingiam PMt. 

THE cCOMEgiES**OF WILLIAM CCmCREVE. With 
an Introduction bjr G. S. Street, and I Porlrnit. a wh. 

35 copies on Jaj^anese jjgipcr. 42^. »ft. * 

'The comftie* are reprinted b a Rood text an I an a page delightful to look*upon 
’ The piecci age rich readinf.’—.tVori/'j.i*. 

'So long a* lileraturAhrive*, Congreve muvt be read with growing »e»t, in virtue n ^ 
qualiiie* which were alwayt rare, and which were nevet r.^]|aa^an at Ihii moment.'’ 
All that U beat and ino*t lepicacnlatiie of OrnKrevt » RetiiUi it imloded in Ihix 
latett edition, wherein for the <ir*t time the chaotic (n:n'tua#ou of iit farerunntrt 
U reduced to order —a necettaty, tbatdiev* ta.'k on which Mr. .Street hai mani. 
iettly spent much p^in*. Of hi* miroiluclion if remain* to *ay that II I* an »*■ 
cellent appreciation, notahle for oatholx ity, discietiu.'i, and finecte : i|i adinirahb 
p/Kc of work.'— /*«iy MtUl u»3^!t 
'Two volumtt of marvellous cheapness. ’--/Hi/ imJi'trttlJ. 

, • k . 

THE ADVENTURES OF OF ISPAHAN. 

By jAlim Morib*, With an Inlrodu^Dn by K. G. ISROWNE, M.X. 
and a Iwtrail. » tcls, yr. ^ 

*5 copiei on Japanese paper. 2W. «r/. 


History 

Plindwi Petrie A HISTORY OF EGYPT,' FROM THk 
Earliest Times to the Hyksos. •By W. M.sFlixders Petrie, 
1 D.CL., Projpsor of Egyptology at UniTcrsity College. Fully /llut-^ 
trattd. Sitmd EdifUn. Crown 8 np, fn. ^ 

* As bnpQKUat coBtributioo to idci^ftfie study.'— 

• A history wtittan to the spirit of pradbico so worthily repTmto^by Dr. 

pMrk and his aehooi eaaoot bat prom^ sound and accOMMlIi^. • 

vnesM pbr* fat tha Sactish UtanMor* of Kgyptology.'— T uwa. t 

Pltnden PeMik CGYFTIAN TALES. EBlted bf M. 
FUHOApt PiTEil, Ilhutrated bf Teii(|am Eixi*. *CtvmSv> 
y.6d,» ^ * 

*A tiHfb k t" tb» ttsnatBra ei eompamtbn gfcdoft. Tha Arawteft tl* 

m«ily ifaMBi«taiw b tlM Uttoi i<M « thw wfl^ 

fJthas a adaaiiie wOa* i« »fa« attud-rt of hisroif afd ucha^.VihsMsMs. 

Ml* !*«*«« rf Paiwtiiw ami Bfypi.'~/>ia<ip Ifrt*. 
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tnaik. THl COLLEGES OF OXFORD: Their Hiitorv and 
thdr Tradltlou. Bjr Me^beri of the University. Edited Vf A. 
ClaiI, M.A., Fellow ftadtTntor of Lincoln College. See. fiai. 6d, 

* AdtBclilfotbook, hMntadudtfvilT.— * 

A «wii wtilcli will etrt«in)]r b« appttM to for Buuty foon m th* ftaadard book oo 
iho 

Fmna. THE HISTORY OF FLORENCE FROM THE 
TIME OF TIIe MEDICIS TO Tlfts FALL OP THE 
REPUBLIC F. T. Fkrrrns. Transuted by Haknah 
LVNClt. In Tkm Vclumts. I'el. Sw. • 12 J. 6 J. 

' Tfii ti » itoiuUrd b.^ by an bonc^i amt mtf iUKent biMorian, wbo^uu dctarrad 
wail of all who are interested la ItaliAn hi<ftoty,‘-*M«HtkuUr ^VonfMW. * 

•OwrgA BAXHES OF ENGLISH HISTORY. By H. B. 
GKORoa, Fellow of New Collejje, Oxford. fVt/k Humtnws 
Plans. StifiMii EdMton. Crtmn Srio. ^ 6t. 

' Mr Oaorje hai undertaken a rery useful task—tbat of raktng military affairs in- 
teUit%l« and inairottive to nofi tnilnary readers— and ba* executed it with laud- 
able inteihgeoca and Induit^, and with a large measure of tai-ctiU.'—Ttmtt. 

‘TUf booti b altnoM a revelation ; and we heartily congratulate the aothar on hit 
weak and on the prospect of thff reward he tus w^l ^perved for s# much «on- 
■deodou and iuitalti|^abw.*— ilar 'y CirvnicU. • 

Amraiog. GUELPHSA^D GH I BELLIES: A Short History 
of Mediaevtl luly, a.d. i3$o-i4oa By Oscar Brow^ino, Fellow 
•nd Tutot*hf College, Cambridge. Sumd Ea'iisM. Crown 

8r ^ ^ 

^ vary tMe book.'— If^rs/aa/suisrr G*utt4. 

* A vmd picture of mcdlarval luly.’— .rixaJand, 

Bimiai. •THE AGE OV THE CONDOTTIERI : A Short 
Story of Italy from 1409^0 *5.^ By Oscar Browmino, M.A, 
Fellow of Kingk College, Cambridge. Crwtw 8w. 51. 

< Tkll book b a coaUenatioa of Mr. Brownnw’s * Gtsciph* ondaGbibeUiiioc.* ifid the 
two workf form a cosaplfte account of Italian Kbtory bom U50 to 1530. 

'Mr. Broerobt b to tX coa«taialated Da«ba productioo of a work of laMMe 
iabooT tipid bamlng.'— H'ViJ'iwrwiikwfPaiwrrr. 

’m^AiSTORY OP^f RELAND. By StamdisB 

* CGraov, Atithot of * Finn vid bis Companiooa.* Vr. 8 m. it. 64, 

*lf«vA aad eery fcarfnetiwK hbtory. Woodeift^y afluiiM.*— rer* Ejamimr, 

*M«tt detifbiAA <Mfl etmnslatuit. Iw racy nwJoooA Its nrlRHuU b a Npab HA 

iBiihek eftbe bwibeMt brwmaet *e}«aMw.‘-ilfrrAaAaf Tittm, 

*AMmf «aaMfia|Ak;«ae»t^ aadRMbUly wtdtt«a.*-rimw*. • , 

WMd ENGLISH F^CORDS. A Comp^kw to tKe 

HMoqfflflBctiAd. By IL E«Maloiii, M. A. Cmsmim^ p,64 

A wMA eoMMlnttfi upM jettr. ffmodscr. tdIWeH odWtlM* 

WM^^kwiieM^ MU. wBtb la.RSinlly IwBid eeauweA la MNnwl veimMA ' 
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Biography 

OoUingwoolWHE LIFE OF JOHN RUSKIN. By W. G. 
COLLIMOWOOD, M.A,, Editor of Mr. RusWn’r .Joemi. With 
Dometou PoTraits, ari^ 13 Drawings by Mr. Raskin. 2 vtU, 8tv. 
31'* Satmd^Editlhk. * 

‘ No oioro nuLgnifictnt volumes have been publuhcU fook tons tin*. . . 

' It ii kmg since we heve hed a biu^nphy with such of tu^tknee and of 

to ^ ^Sach a boci is a p’yit.re lor the day, and a joy (oc a*ar.‘— Zfai/y 

' A Doble moatmetit of a nofle suf'jcct. One of the rooii beautifnl books about one 
of the noblen U»v( of our century . ' — Gltuctiu HtrtUd, 

Waldstein. JOHN RUSKIN : a Study. By^ARLES Wald* 
STRIN, M.A., Fellow of King’s College, Cambridge. With a lliolo- 
grarure Portrait Aftci Trofessor II RKKOMKR. /V;/ 8w. 5/. 

I Also 25 copies un Jap-inthe paper. Dtmy 8tv. 2iJ. ryf. 

‘A thoujjhtfol, impartial, well written criikitai of Kutkin's tearhinai httended to 
eejiar (te what the ’.sithor reK»iL!i;i< valual V ar I permanent from what Utraasieiil 
Vod erroneous m the great master's wiituig.'— Chrenitit, 

«•* 

KnnfVna.Tij. CHARLES KINGSilljkY. By M. KAUniiJ?N, 
M.A. Cr<rwn iw, Butk/M. 5/. 

A biogranhy of Kingsley, especially dealing with hli achit^emeflS la social reiona. 

' The author has certainly gone about bu work with coLk.i«iitJoustMM aa< faduetr^ima 
Sluffitid Dmily U » ^ 

BobUm. THE EARLY LIFE OF WILLIAM EWART 
GLADSTONE^ By A. F. Kobsina With BoUnitt. Crtwn 
8a«. 61. ^ 

'rCoBsiderable laSoor and nueb slriU of preecotaiioo have not boas werofttuty 
eapdeded oo I'ds inlcreeting week.'— 

'Not ocilyoiMof the most eMfitnriouf, but ooe of the most blcfeatiug, biogtupklcal 
worki that bare appeared oo U a subject of tbe cafBremiet. ... It futuwMi a 
pictUM from many poinu orU^ and sUiktftg ; it nukes additions of rakM to the 
crUksMe on which we are eMPed to cstiutne a great puUk character : aaidit 
gfrus (ha reader's judgaent eeecityhhet degree of gtt,k||||aetw^H klhugiCtlOii 
« a cafaa, roanhaed, and Judicious b,n ;ria& ^ 

Otelk BoMiU. THE LIFE OF ADMIRAL LORD COL- 
liNGWOOD. By W. Clark Rdssux* Aatiior of * Tbe Wredc 
of tb« O^tsDoc.' With niastnrlofiB by F. BiANO'irni. S$^ml 
Crvtm 9 m, 


'AfouBrgM<hMk.'-^«fsir«^ir#kMh . 

*AiBU(Kewrflwrfl>dwiwteiotwiboek.ud>fc>we3>awMtto»»mhdW 
•«aiykBrl»lht«eMry.‘-4A/Mar/s£;;MrMn ^ 
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SoQthey. ENGLISH SEAMEN (Howard, Clifford, Hawkiat, 
Drak^ CtYexidbh). By flOBiET Southey. Edited, |riai «o 
Introdoction, by David Hahnat. Crown 8vo. 61 
^ jRiil U • rapHnt of tomo cxcelltnt bicuprapbies of Eliabetbu teunon, vrittu by 
Southey uftt never rmubtUbcd. They are practically unkaown, and they da- 
larva, and will probawy obtain, a wide popalarit^ 

General Literature 

OladatoM. THE SPEECHES AND- PUBLIC ADIiRESSES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E GLADS'a:)NE, M.P^ With Notei 
and Introductions. Edited by A. \V. HonON,aM,A. (Librarian of 
the GladitoMidLjbrary), and H. J. Cohen, M.A. With Poitraita. 
8w. Voh. /dr. and X. i2s. 6d. each. 

Htnlay and Whlbley. A BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE. 

CollcAed by W, E. Henley and CiV»bES Whibley, Cr. 8t4. 6r. 

Alio 40 copies on Du^ch ^per. air. nei. 

Abo 15 copies o ^apa nctc pa(>cr, 42^. tht, 

*K uaiqua voloma of eKtraAlB^ia^ salleiy of early pnw.'—Birmaiihaxf Pni, 

^ Aa adoiirable companion to Mr neoley's '*l.}Ta HeT|iA."’— .5'a/in^/ Rtvkw. 

' Quite daiif btfnl. Tbe choice ma«le ba« been cicellent, and tba vtuume hai been 
mo*t adurate. priaied by Meun. Cantable. A tprater iraat for thoai not well 
^ aoquaiated wiu pre<R^otalion proie could not be imagined.'— ^Meawwa*. 

VraUa* OXFORD AND OXFORD LIFE By Members of 
the Univeisity. Edited by J. Wells, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of 
WadhaxB Oolite. Croum*6vo. y. 6d. 

Tbk work cooulnt an account of life at Oxford— iotellectual, nodal, tad rtli^onn— 
f oarehti cnhaata ^necexaary cA>fu*«. * revkw of recent chaagee, a itatcment 
of ika prmaM poMtioB of tbe Unimuty, and chapter* 00 Woaan'n Eduction. 


b to Mudy, aad Univeniiy Extenuon. 

* Wa coatfalulate Mr. Well* on tbe production of a nadabie and lattUigoid 
ol Oatord an it b at tw prcatnt tine, writiga by penoiia who art ponemed 
' tba lyntm and life of • hi Vdvcrnity. .4 rArmnow. 


ofa 

0PIN10N$r ByOumA. CrvumZvo. tt. 

*Uor vtown art ahrayt wall atarked and (brdbiy axprcined, to t8at troa iriMa you 
gMSag^lyj^ fraui tbt wniat you can alwaya racogniaa and nckaowiadfo 

'OMn is MttHMkMd tbe loader of tUa book wOl not kwronduUnnoMME. TIm 
E hook bin of oaftaty* Md tfwrkkn with oMartainlnt ■ 


THB KXAMPVS OF BUDDHA: Beinf Qnott- 
Bon fton Boddhiit LRen^ fbt esdt Oiy io the Ynr. CoiBpjtcd 
by E M. ^owam* Wd Profe n hv Sir Edwht Aiiboub. 
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Bnahia PROFIT SHARING AND THE LABOUR QUES* 
TI^N. By T. VV. Busmill, a Pro^ Sharing Employer^ With an 
Intiodttctiorfby Skdlet Taylor, Author of ‘ Profit Sharing between 
Capital and La1)oui.’ Crevin See. 1$. 6</. 

Malden. .THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: His Rights and 
DoTtRS. By^H, Rt^lALDEN, M.A. Crffwn^w. ij. &/. 

A limpM account of pi« privileges and dutiet of the En^JUh citbcD. 

John Beew. PiyVCTICAL FLY-FISIMNG, Foended on 
Natur^by John Beiver, late of the Thwatlf Mouse, Conistoa. A 
New Editim, with a Kftmoir of the Author by W. G. COLI,tNOWCK>I), 
M.A. Crown fivo. p. 6d. 

A little book 00 flr-Fi<.hing by an old friend of Mr Rntklai 


Science 

Frendenreich. DAIRY BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Maatuu 
'■»r tfie Use of' Sl\tdenti in Dairy Schex^ Chee aetgakf^ “d 
Farmcn. By Dr. Ed. von FREDi>E^..*tcdr ^fraRarStecT from tlje 
German, by j. R.*/ans\vorth Davis, B.A. (C.imb.), F.CP., Pro* 
feasor of Biology and Geolcjy at University Aberystwyth. 

Crown 8fw. Zi.Cd, ^ ^ 

Chalmen Mitchell OUTLINES OF BIOLOGY. AfS 
Chalmers Mitcurll, M.A., F.Z.S. Fnl/y Illustrttod. Crown 
Sw. 6 f. • e 

A taxt-book deaigned to cover the new Schedule iuucd by the Reyai Colkt* of 
Pbyndau and Surgeona. 

Maiyet. A MONOGRAPH OF THE MYXOGASTRES. By 
Groior MaSkr. With I a Coloured Plates. lit. not. 

*A woetc BHich in advance of any ^lok in the lariguai) ur.^ttng of thk groan of 
otiaaiiipa h U inditpStiigw to every (tudeiii of tiie bryaogaMm. The 
eolMred plate* de ae rre high pBSe for tbnr accuracy and 


Theology 


tww. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS CONNECTED Wffjl 
* THE oil) TESTAhlENT. By S. R. DErvER, D.H, ^mmi of 
Quirt Quuch, Regius Ptofeaaoi of |lebrcw ia the Utdhniirtty of 
Oxford. Crmn fiu. * • . 

A wokom onwwaka M th* aotWs fiuBoiu ‘ lwrc4ecd«B.‘^«as«a OM lOMl dUM 
rtMBW teattng that P». Priww is hif^Vtho Awfetiwithrt dt 

iiHt QU 
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'blieyat- FOUNDERS OF OLD TESTAMENT CRITICISM: 
BiographicAl, DeicriptiTe^d Critical Studies. By T. K. Cheyne, 
D.D.T Oriel Vtofessor of^he Interpretation ol I^oly Sc^tnre at 
• Oxford. lAT^t (rmn 8w, ^s. 6d. 

Tkbinportsffbootc i* a hUtoriral *kftch of O T. Crittdsm i» the form of 

eat iindiM from ibe days of Ktchbom to tho&^f l>iim u>d Ro^Uoa amth. 

It ii Iho oely book ^ iti kind in Lneltih. ^ * 

' A vary Uiarocd and ioitraciivo wuik^'—Timts 

Prior. CAMBRlIXiE SERMONS. Edited by C H. PRIOR, 
Af. A, Fellow and Tutor of Pcmltroldf College. CrotwMBw. 6r; 

A valmBa of acmoni preached before the llDlairsny of Caj^bridge by vartooi 
prtacbm, Inckding the Atchbiehop o5 Canterbury and Biibop Weslcott. 

* A reprraentatiia^iertion HitEop VVeuentt i u a noble lenaoa.’- (juardiam. 

' Full of ihouebt^lD«« and dignity.' - Kttfri 

BaecMng. SERMONS TO SCHDOLBpYS. By II. C 
BufHlNCi, M.A., Rector of Valtwndon, Berks. With a Prf^uce Gy 
Canon Scott Iloi.i awd. Crrvn9i>9. at 6/. 

Sayan aarmou preached br' .rif the^>oyt of Bra 'field Cpllefe 

Uyazd *RELlGl7!fr*1^ UOYHOOD, .Notes on the Reii. 
gions Training of Boys. With a Preface •by J. R. IHLiNCWOETH. 
By E. B.4 c»yaid, M.A iSaw.* it. 

a)tt)orional 15ooti0e 

W7/A /■//•/fljfY ttlrntrationa, 

TK« IMITATKIN OF CHRIST. By Thomas A Kempis. 
VFUh an Introduction by Axchdeacon FAXX.yi. lUustraNd 
C. M. Gexe, an<^ printed in black and red. Ara/. Stv. p. 6dl 

* Wa mm» dm* attmtieo (« the aotiotie tvs Xhuma, and typofnphical canl. 

Imoe aftha warh, it* red Ictnt "'iiuobICJ^'.h] black letter type, and old-bahtaned 
aniillMMOt ot paces. satii)oc paper, wteat and Uiaatra* . 
ara e<4BBInnt.h tha atker features of this unique Utii^ ATetwarevt. 

* Amiwm aii (he innumerable Kagluh editiom of the *’ Iniutioo.* (here caa have 

heaiafew which rwe prettier than ibi» oaa, wtoted to atroof and hiutoiaaM^lypa 
^^May. Cpy Ue^ ^h^ l the ftoty of im t B lt toh,* *ad tha oaafetoM hndaraai 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By John Eebul *With An tattch 
^IsetkMk And MtNet by^V. f/CKK M.A, Sub'Wtidcn of Kelte 
CoO^ Aatto of moXik of John KoW IXMMim hf R. 
AmrttwlttnZ $*. (OcUim 
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Leaders of Religion 

Edited If H. Cf BEECHING, M. A. friH r^rtntUs, ovJt* Sw. 

A series of short bio{;;rsp}ues of the most prominent Ics^ers 
of religions life »n<i thought of all ages and countries. * 

The following aA • 

CARdInAL tWMAN. By R. H. HtTcroN. 

JOHN WESLEY. By J, H. Overton, M.A 
BISHOWVILBEiIfOR^E. By G. W. Danjfi., M.A. 
CARDINAL. MANNING. By A W. Hutton, M.A. 
CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. Moule, M.A 
JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Lock, M.A. ^ 

THOMAS CHALMERS, By Mrs. Oliphant. 

LANCELOT ANDKEWES. By R. L. Ottley, M.A. 
AUGUSTINE OF CANTJ^HHURY. By K. L CutAj, D D 
WILLIAM LAUlj). i5y W. IL UtiirpN, M.A 
Other toluiAes v«-i]l be announced 


Works by S! Baring^ Gcmld 

OLD COUNTRY LIFE. WiU» Sixty-seven lUosUttiwwby 
W. Parkinson, F. D. Bedporo. and F. Masry. Lmn Cmn* 
8w, <!»lk tuper <-x!ra, tcp tdge jiilt,* lO;, Sd. fififi Wa Citoptr 
6 /. 

' '* Old Cautry Ufc." u hWtby wbolMom* ■Aadlng, fuU fpt brwuy QS. aadMMPt- 

mrat, Adi it qvuunt itorie* vigorotidy toM. will not U by any book t« bt 

thf^hooi tb* y^-ar. Soowl, beany, aa4 EAgiidk tathacara.*— 

HISTORIC ODDITip AND STRANGE EVENTS, Third 
EdUim. Ct9»n 

' A eaBactkw of awdtM«f axx) touitaiiu. t chapten. nwrah oia yo haaa 94||lgbiAd 

FREAKS OF FAJJATICISM. third LdiU*%. Crffw%Bw. t*. 

*W, Bariai Godd baa a Ve«a eye r<>r col<;)«r and aKto, and iIm taldacis lb has 
ehaawi dtra aa^tU acapa to tut dMcnpilya and aoaiytk fc c tt tliiM 4 
fcaribariat u^dtr. ^ 

K GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG : Eii|li»h Folk Soon 
iritk tb^ tsAdUioiua melodiA^ Collected and tUTanfed If 1, 
BAUMO GomD nod IL FUUITWOCH) SHIUT4KBw AiMtf 4 Ak dh. 
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SONGS OF THE WEST: TraditionAl Ballads and Songs of 
the Weit of England, witk their Traditional MelodJet. CoUected 
by S.^Baamo Goold, ^A., and H. Fliitwmd SH^raaD, 
M.A. Arranged for Voiceband Piano. In 4 Parts (containing 35 
Songs ea«^), Parit /., //., III., 3/. tack. Part IV., Sj. In otu 
VtL, Frtnch marc^ca, 15^. 

' A rkb colUetbn of btngour, patbot, {race, tsd pocfkc^Ipcy.'^-^aranAo' I^tpum. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES retold by S.^iSaring Gould. 
With numeroos illustrations and initial letters by A&thdi J. Gaskin. 
drawn 8w. Pmiram, 6r. ^ • 

‘ Mr, Baling Gould bat done a good daad, and U daearving of grainoda. In rs-wNt' 
iiif b bonost, simple tiyie tha old itoHes that deUghte^ the childhood irf *' our 
( fatnen aod fraAduiheni.** W« do not think he haa omitted any of our favoorite 
ttofbs, Uw ttoiii(':;hat are commonly regarded u merely “ old faahioned.* Aa 
to tha form of hook, and the prbting. which It by Me^sra ConiUble, it were 
dlftcolt to commend overmuch.*— Rrvinv. 

YORKSHIRE ODDITIES ANJ) STRANGE EVENTS. 
fauAk Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. » * 


STRANGE SURVIVALS *AND SUPERSTITIONS. >Vitb 

^ " tUaln«mMK.^''0y ^TDaring Gould. Crorm 8 po. Socond Edition. 

6t, 1 } ' 

* Wa hava road Mr. BaKng Gould'i book frmn begiimlog to end. It h faH of quint 
and rarknu ip<»ma4m, and than U not a dull page in It '—/totn and Qntrkt. 

aHE, TRAGEDY OF THE CAESARS: The 
^iiwMaof the JoUan and Qaudian Lines. With nuineroos lUns* 
wim Irooi Bosts, Gems, Camcx», etc By S. Baring Gould, 
Ailhor of * Mehalab,' etc. Tkird Eiition. PeyalZvo. t^s. 

' A mm splendid and fa i el u tin g book 00 a i!ibje<t of ondying fatertat. Tb« mar 
ovoMatnro oTtba booPb tho um tM aatbor haa made of the etiatbg poitraiu of the 
Cawait, and tbo adaalrable critkai aubltly be hai eabibited >« dealing withthfa 
l^oflfMMii^.^^hUbiUlaut})^Uu^^u^^ ilbstratk os are Mpidbirw a 

‘ Ihe ratiMBM wiQ b M Udm dbappobt tbeageoerjdfHKier. Indeed, ta fbeir tray, 
bon b aothing b eny mum m good b M i^TSih. ... Ur. Baibi GentU bw 
pre^pited Ua nuntbe b si^ a way u e..to make one dnli page.'-'.d/iibiMWM. 

TiiilDKSE^S OF SOUTHERN FRANCE. By & Bawno 
G ou|i»* mmiercmt lUttstntions by f. D. BiDfCMU), S. 

HUTTONiCte. fimytro. $iK ^ 

tIUi hook fc ba ini aarimta atteatpt to dweribe the great banea bbhbnJ that* 
ean^ to Iha saalh of Lbaooib b the DepeitanM at Arniwk Loa esc., a 
iniralk of dibnlSi aad oa faiw . aad Mbtetnaau rbJi. la 

bB «r ynhbwria Mi4Unee|i biareai, n&a of ottwdveilen. of aaSBunl 
“ TihbnAMtbJaidthoHaatIntlYoMaVor. 
oabtfba an IhB of aalMr of laMnis b Iht 
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Ficticm 

BIX tMILLINflr NOVILB 

H&rie Oorelll BARABBAS : A DREAM OF TH« WORLD% 

TRAGEDY.^ By CORXLLt, Author of * A Ronuifice of Two 

W^ldi,' * VjndcttiJ^etc. SevenSteHih Crown %v«, $s. 

*The Ustwlcr raverycc of the trcfttmenc sod th^ ima(^«ti*« baanty o( lU wntinf 
h»v« rccoociM lu to tba daring of the conccjiiion, end the con»icUon U forced ou 
tu that even lo exal^ a tofc^ct cannot be made loo familiar to aa, ^rovtdad it be 
preMnlgd in the true spirit onXbriitian faith. The amplification* of the S^pturt 
, narrative are often concei^ with high poetic iiuighl, and lbi» “ l>r«a» of the 
World'* TniKedy “ U, delpite tcene trifling incongruitie*, a lofty and ^ inad*. 
quate parapBta*^ of the supreme climaa of the iiwpired narrative.’— f>iiMe 


Anthony Hope. THE GOD IN THE CAR.» By Anthonv 
Hopb, Author of ‘ A Ch.inKc of Air,' etc. 5«jrM EJHitm. Cramn 
8 w. 6 r- • , 

' R j^too u drawn with extraoulmai'y ikill, and Magzie IVnnisoti wiilmany fobtle 
itrolce*. 1 be luin ii cb..iacier» aie cleat rut. In sliurl the buuk i* a btillianl 
" Ih^God in theOr " ts one of ibe mow teiaatkable work* in a ye« that baa 
%iven tu the handiwoA of neatly all out be*t hvngjngjj 


' A very remarkable book, deverving of aitical anal> ow Unijt j 
brilliant, but not «upeifi<.i.d ; well coi)siJe#d, but not elaboraied ; con*iriiemd 
with th# proverbial At that conceal*, liut yet allow* itieH to be eajoy^ by 
reader* lo whom fine literary method h a keen pleiiurt ; true without cjnuc^, 
(ubtk without affectalton, bumoron* without strain, wirfy #nBbut oflwwa, toevit 
ably *ad, with an onraoroje iimplicity 7'Ae H'ort^ ^ 

Anthony Hope. A CHANGE OF AIR. By ^nthowAote, 
Author of ‘ The Prisoner of Zend*,’ etc. St(ond KdUivm^Crtwm 

8 iw. 6 i. • ^ 

*A (graceful, nvaciou* comeriy. tiue to human nature Th» character* art tiUCW 
mth amuteily hand.'— riavo • 0 rnrmm 

Aifthony Hop% A MAN OK MARK. By Anthony Hope. 
Author of ‘The Prisoner of Zends,' ‘Thc^God in ihe C*f,’ etc, 
Steond Ediiiew. fir. 

*A bright, •Btartahtiut, wmtually ablejxwk. quit* vorl^ of ha h*fllia^|iiiilh<«.'~ 

• or ail Mr. Hofie'a hook*. “ A Man of Mark " U the (»• whfS^ ^ 

‘•n* Primmer of fcoda." The two romance* are ^ ” 

■>— wrilf . sad h^pai nawi* a layle of oar^ve pecdlurly tedactiri. 
ewegtaiiiMhe, *»d-hU owo.*— M rff m w f Oimntr. ^ • 

*OQMn DdfiM, ROUND THE RED LAMP. By A CoAf 
Oonn, iShor of ‘The Whitt Com^y,' ‘The AdwtwAof Slier* 

UtdkVUdam^dLc, Ftttrtk EMiin. Cmmtm, fii. 
l e ry wpei teso** The OfiMT of elate 
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* Dr. DoyU «kkb n canalnf pt», u lUl th« world bow kaown. Hit daft taodt U 
MM to Mrftctloe k tbtM ilxitt iketcbto^thm **&cti and fanciw of BMdkal 
lift,** calti tbcm. Bttry pm revMk the Utanry artist, tbo koaia ofaatrrar, 
tba ttainad daUoaator of human nturt, its weal and hs woe.'— VVvtwtaiiV/aaoiMiiL 
/Hum tale* ara tkUfal, attracdm, had emioMtly taitad to gin laliaf to tba aUad 
* of a foadari^ qnaat o(dittraction.‘— W (ktninm. 

StMliyWoynian. UNDER THE ROBF. By Stanley 
WbyhaNi Authof of * A Gentleman of FraftSi.' Vilh Twe*'^ IUm* 
tratloni bf R. Cttoft Woodviiie. Setftnik Mditiotf. Croton 8fw. 6r. 

A ebaapathaditioo of a book which won Instant pumlanty' No nofavoorabte review 
ewoirred, and most critics spoke in teims of w Thusiastit admiration. The * West- 
anBster Gaactte ' called it * a fpok tf urhkh iw kittn rtmd tvtry vtfira for tJu tittr 
^ rtmdimf, mnd tvkuH mi fut tinm n-io' « that cm umiul/fr/tt 
it ail mna it»rt again.’ The 'Daily Chronicle' said ihah ‘ tvtry amt xi‘ha rtadt 
iaait at ail tnml rtad thu thrilling ramam*,/ram tht first ^ngt «t which i$ th$ 
Inti tht hrtathl^''1sa4itr it haUd along.' It also called the hook ' an isu/rratian 
tfimtamlincJt adg cearagt." The ' GloU ' called ii' adt 'gh i/nl talt gf thstalry 
and adatninrt. vsvid and dramattc, with a ^eUsomt fxt'diitf and rtt'trtnu 
Jtr ttu kightt!.' 


Smlll Xfiivless. MAELCHO : a oixteenth Century Ron'ince. 
By the Hon. Emily Lawiius, Author of ‘GranU/ ‘Hurrish,’ etc. 
^^tnd Edition. Crown Spo. <h. . ‘ , 

^ AltflMqrau.'!! .. ik A ta^k snmeihins >kln to Scott's may lie before 

Mktt Lawlasa. If she came* t»rwatd ihu aerie* of h’ttoncal iJiclure* with the 
aame briUlaocy and truth *he tia* alteaJy ihciwri, aid •ith (be i'crearinic tcif. 
control one saay eapcci from the geaum^rfist. »he may do more for her country 
than many a'rol^tb-'ian. Tbroushout tnt* fascinating bo<A, Mbs lawless hat 
prodaecd lomethinc which it not tutcUy biotory and U not ttnetiy fictioo, hot 
' » < m r U wlaa* poisetse*'’ootb imacinaiive value and hi toricaJ iniignt in a htcb 

* A !*•« hook. ' -SfiKtaiar. 

*TlMrhssao bMntr pleasure in life than the reco;rrtiiion of genioa Oood work is 
etwWMIBar Iban it lucd to be, out the best is as rare as aver. All the more 
gladly, tbarefora, do we welcome in " Mwkho " a piece of work of the fina order, 
wbkb wt do not hesitate to desenUe a* one of the most remarkable hterary 
B Mbterementa of tlA generationr Mm latwlcst is posaesacd of tba very essence 

Bfbistorlcil gentus.’—Afaacbcrrrvo'i.wfKUinii. 

E P. BeniolL DODO ; A DETAIL OF THE DAY. By E. F. 

BttNSON. Crown »«>. Sixtfmtk 6r. 

A itory of Mcictr whteb attracted by its IrillAmce nnivenal attention. Tbe beet 
ciitSMi were cordMpia tWr tmatae. -I'he ' Gnaidian' spoke of ' Dodo' as 
Swataj&cA *nM StitmUmg ; the 'Spectator' called b ‘4 dfUght/nlhnriito 
tktMiO^miattl' tbe *Spea««e' amd the diaiaftte was ’4 fitrfittnml Jtmot ^ 
OOigram mnd fnadtJt' : tbe ' Athentnun ' ap^ eMbt euMtor as ’ 4 wnMr 
oswfitimml ahikff' I dm ' Academy ' 'ptafaedOk ‘• 4 e«sNgr(AfisvMWi* 
Sw 'Wadd* sakl tbe book waa ‘ triUiamtiy writUm uni balfm^toasR papaia 
Lk dBite«datsiBWM‘4Maf«shi/f/4yvi« iCIrA^.' 

EP.Kiloa. THE RUBICON. By E F. BenHUn, ANtlior 

*jDodai.* EtEEmS Crown &r. 

JN Ma jiMMiU MeaMi ••y«i«h;i 'BimlatbaiB fwt* a«ys it is ‘mrfrwv^ 

iVPRRIRH^^f iWi*t ^ » WPFWi ■WPW MViiim j PM MMMMI 

Ok iM l Is i B O B M a kfa Mi lit. BiMKNt vpM *am am tM /tm f wiU m n w n i ,' mt 
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ML M. Dowi«. GALLIA. By M£nie Muriel Dowim. Author 

of ‘ 4 Girl in the Carpathians.’ SuAd hdiom. 6 i. 


'Th« MrWU geaentlly adniirabk. the dulogio bpi brillUnt, U» uttuiMxu 

•Dfprwng in wcif fr»»hneij ami onf>n*iuy. »h»k luUidian m well »* ll^ 
prindpai ckaractm live and move, and (he itory itMlf li rcadaU* fnM& titla-paga 

—Dd^ GrdtpJu^ . 

Vff. BARm QOULO’S NOVHB 

•To say lhi«a book b fr tbe attfc« of " Mehalah " U to Imply that U coatito * 


I teUlont liriUlaM, tha uttialioiu 


, atory on strong line*, dmmatu pKi*sibilaifH., »ivd and •ympaihatic 

dascriptioa*%f Nature, aiw a wealth ol injjetnou* imagery ' — 

'That whatever Mr. lllrin(j OouW write' U well worth reading, it a cooJutioo that 
may be very geiieniUy accepted liis viewjtof life arejM^ and vigotooa, hb 
language pointed and cbaracteriMic. the iiuident* <>t whA b* make* ma are 
Striking a^ otiitinal, hit charactcrt are life hie, and tbou^t tomewhai ete^ 
ttonal people, are drarlSt and* coloured with artiitic force. Add to tht* that hu 
detcnption* ^ tcewes and tcenea- ate painted with the loving eve* and tkilkd 
lupab of a master of bit art, iKft he it .tlwavt (ie'.h and never dutl^nd undat 
tuch oondition* it it no woiidrr fliat re.tdei'. have gamed confidence Both In W 


power of amtiiing and 
widen#'— 01**1.'.^ 


.fying ih*m, and that yesir by year bu popularity 


Suing Oonld. URiTH : A Stor>’ o^Oartnmof. Fy S. Barin# 

Gould.* Crovniva. 6s. 

•The author bat hit bett. ■—/»>«« • 

' H« liM ttsarly rc4ch«l the blfch Wfcicf nwrk of — A Omhw* 

Suing OOnld. IN THE ROAR OF THE S^A: A xie^rf 

the Contish Coast. By S. IUking Gould. />/M Sditim. (5a 

Baling Gould. MRS. CUKGENVEN OF CURGENVEN. 
By S. Barino Gould. /"'ourtA 6s. § mxmm 

A of Devon life. Tbe ’Oraphr. ' tjxait of it a« 'w *.*r//r/wf.»ra»r AtnwMrr and 
tmtimmtd /ton-re* tfi* ‘ Suwe* Lady New* ' tavt that ' tM rmtnf t/lki 
ii »pifndid'\ and the ' bjeaier ' in|iitioni lu ‘ tright rgafrim/iw AMarr, 

Baring Gould. CHEAP jnCK ZITA. By S. Baking Could. 

• T^isrd Ediiiim. Crown 8w. 6 a 

A of ih^Ehrfon Dwtiict »o i«t j, which the ' WwtmioWsr CasMte' «»I6 

*<t drrnmnjLkmmam (tr*d tba * Naiio^ Obsoma^ •slaty 

' owriMf At mmtJm'.' V « ^ 

Suing Goidd. THE QDEEN OF LOVE. By ^ SAWJift 
Gould. Aird sdititm, Crown 8wr. 6 t. 

Tha 'CSl^Mw HtiiGd ‘ say* Ouut ' tMt tamry iAd$ttir*ik, tmd tit tiwnnUt IsaL 

SSJSi!Zddltn^’ rpHKi s*y*{i*l 

Zsnr jr^rffi*’ « tba Swaaea Puily Hews* aayt^rt** h iftt ffy mHW 

mmmddttdi mit tmnfitt cittmiy, tmtd-gftk, md - 
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Badiif CKmld. KITTY ALONE. By S. Baring Gould, 
Author of *Mehftith,' ‘Cheap Jack Zita/ etc. Fourth Ediium. 
Cr9w%^v<>'‘ 6/. M ^ y 

* A Krone and oriffaial itory, Uteing with graphic deacriptU^ Kirrtag (oddant, 
a«d, aM*| all. with vlWd and antKralling hnman iotercM. — /ItnrVjr TtUgra^ 

' Britk, cimK keen, hAhhy, homorena, and !ntere«tiiu[.’— AiaA'aiMt/ Ob$tfvtr. 

' Foil «i|oaint and daUghtmi atadUa of character. Mtrewy. 

Vn, Oliphiat “SIR ROBERT’S FO.^TU{^E. Mrs. 

OLirHANT. Cmtn 8t«. 6r. 

lUi charm of atyle and ample, eubtle character- painting C«mea 
acene moMlj Uei In the moon, 

. a Scotch ‘moor bccoatu a urbi'thlng. etrong, 

tender beantifnl, and changeful. 1'he book will take rank among the beat of 
M n. Oliphanfi good etoriet. '— /*«// Mali CtutiU. 

W.B. Norris. MATTHEW AUSTIN. UyW.E. NoRRis, Author 

of ‘ Madcm^^llc dc Mcr&ac,’ etc. Third Ediiien. Crnon ivo. 6i. 


•Fall of own pecnlUr charm of atyle 
h«r new gift, the delightful ttory befc 
end at the touch of the authoreu a S 


‘ "Matthew Auttin " may aafely be pronounced ^ne of the moat intellectually latit' 
factory and morally bracing novelt of the ciirrejit , snr.'—fJiu/r TtUgrttpk. 

'Mr. W, £. Norm la always happy tn his dflineaiiou of every day caperiencea, but 
raral^ haa he been brighter or breeder tha^ m “ Matthew Austin " Tliwpiclurei 
' " U'a ple.v—'*— * -c!u -. • - • ‘ • 


are la Mr. Norrii'a ple.aaantest vein, while runoing through the entire story U a 
felicity of atyle and whoiespmeoevs of tone which one i^accustolned to And m the 
thii faeimrite author '-ixtUmnn. '■ 

ff. E'lNonxs. ki5 GRACE. By W. E. Norris, Author of 
‘Mademoiaelle de Mmac^’ Third Edition *' Crvwn%w. 6s. 

‘III. Norris hai drawn a really fine character in the Ihike of Huntbonme, at once 
nnoonvenikNC^.se'! very true to the coirVentionalitjea of life, weak and itrong in 
a hraath, capable of Iwe follies and heroic deciaions, yet not to definitely por- 
u ^litve c reader of the necetsity of nuay on bb own befaw.'— 

W. t, Hojlii. THE DESPOTIC LADY AND OTHERS. 
By W. NORkis, Anthot of ‘Mademoiselle de Mersac’ CrvwH 
8m. 6f. 

* A d ellahtfullT kniporoui tale (N a cooverted and rchekilitated i«pc-daooer.’» 
** hiiutwm HtnMX 

' The incenaity of the idea, the skill with which it b worked out, end the tur dacd 
hmuMr of fta eitaatiena, aaake it after Us own manner a eriublo little ina t tcr - 
liiaoe.'— » Cmutit. 

' A htMifK of Mod Aetijai of which no one .. ill tire.'— .S'cefsiwuM. 

' An m^mely Kstemioiag volusiw-tbe iprifutlieu of holiday compeniaai.'~- 
ihefly ^ 

«<|SSut PmiSNrt ^MRS. rALC?H10N. By Gii^fT Parker, 

Author of 'Pieire and IFu People.’ S*mul Ed^tSn. Crmrntm, 6t. 

Mn I^WseectAfk book hat received a warm wakoiaA The 'AtbcMHM'enfled 
«R‘«^kkMWifSNly^cfie»wcitr';the 'Pail Mall CaMla'itpaknnf the writbCM 
... • hi rniliiimdmanhimglkmikiu km wriitr if/ tmr ikm’: Ihm 

^ *St f««m'i’ealit^ 'wtwrrsf'dHf ndM'ww MMr^nadthn' W 
adMMtCbdKlto'appUlnkUweidl&Mor'dVaMe^^ . 

(KSNUFwkitt. PIERRE A^ HIS PEOPLE. ByGuARRT 
pABEnu SttmdJUKHiibi: ChmnBm. 6t, 

ThmkKMncthaAdgnniwInllr. 


Mli^srs. Mlihuen’s LlST^ 
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Oflbert Parker. THE TRAN SLA'I ion of a savage. By 

Cll|Bai PaikbEj Author of 'Pkrre and His People/ *Mrt. 
Fal^von/ c*. Cnwi* 8 iw. 6s. I ^ 

'Tb« plot U origm»l and <Kie ('iiL.ult to vtLurk out ; liut Mr Parker bai done it 
great akill and dfitcacy. Tire reader wbo i« not ittiere*rfd in 1)^ orijjmal, frwi^ 
aud welUtold UJ« mu»i be a du'I tierMin indeed ‘ -Pft/y Ckn'miut , 

*A ttrongjgid tnceenJul woflmiiO'diip Ibe i-ortran ot 1 alt, ttrong, digni- 

fied.^td pare, j* «*cej4n»i,'>t!y well ilrawr —Man. ffjiff C,ua'’Jiam. 

*A v«ry"reitj anrriaAremr!^! Unn-, and Mr I'aikei itlit it niit. ir’urh akill The 
itoiy It one In Ik read - /. Ja ''.T’ i <’ -AffClr * 

aabertPaikor, TFfETR%lLOF l HE SVVOKD. H/GitJERf 
• Parker, ^uthor of ‘i’icirc and l.is IVnple/ etc, r-itrti 
Crmn ?7>'\ 6fa 

'Etrerybody with a »onl for r -m.o •' »iii to >roo*h!v “The liti! at th/ 

Sword “ 6 V 

‘A loiuing and dramar.c t*k A W k like thir, in wliii.h aallrdr fla h, great »ur 
priaes are titj'Vrtalien.eSiid d»tit,j de'di doro-, in w!ii' 1, men and ■‘ tnett h,« and 
love in the old *tringi>t?OTWArii n* o.^uate »ay, i' a jov in^ipretitihle to the re* 
viipver, brain-weary nf the domellir iracrthea at- i inv-h’ h'gi'al piiti^a of every- 
day Rclion ; and we .-antiOl bnt Reheve that to the readri it will briutS^freabment 
a« welcome and u |een.'— />aiV» ( er<oir<,V. 

OilbArt^ker. WtfKN VALMONoVA^jUjjy^l^yWiM 
The Stery of a L^.-t N . tlcon. P;|f GaRERt FARKRt. SWmi 
Editing Cr- 3'r/ 8A. 6' 

*Bere we fitad romance- real, bicathlfg. li»laf' rnrnance, l-tisiiR^Da Ruth wltbottf 
own luneS, level with rur own (eehrigi Nwt her* ..an we eoraplain d iKh d 
isevitablencu or homngenetty. The chamefer of VHnooud w drawn naaotogly ; 
hU career, brief a» it ii. u placed before u* aa convincintly • hiatory itaen. Jn« 
book mtui ba rend, w* may any re read, (or any one thoeooghly M sppreAatn 
Mr. Perker'i delicate tooch and innate tywpatby arith bttmaiiity.*'-*-/’rMf Mmii 
GmutU. * ^ 


ArtbfUrHorriioiL TALES OF MEAN STREETS. ByA*THUR 

JiOKKISON. Third Edition. Crou‘9 Sro, 6r.* '• 

'IWd with comsiiunate art and eatraurdu Ary detaif H# tell* a plai«, BfMmmMMd 
lak. and the very trnib of U makn for Uauty. In Uve true botMobr of “* book 
Bet Ha jttiuicatioD, ibe permaoetg» of tea mimeet, awAtta iudabiubie irivmpb. — 
AtkrawwM. 


* A gnat bi^ The avthor't method ii anuunagly effiictivt, and p^aeat a tbri 
•enw d tealitr- The writer Uy* lu a nuatei famud. TM dm le m 
■|) pini* K laid irm iattiUe to toivfVita It i« bumovVi* 
k' WvlnlrliN^ loark it la certain to make. w 

lutui Oorbettv A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATER& By 
JiaiAtr COKEITT, Aufhof of *For God and Cold« V Kopltowi 
CfPum 8to. 6t. * 

‘tbwkplw&Mtenidmwainl movetnemi* tbkfipjneia. I t «a jrt i rfal u ^ a 
wntteiMdiaaaUdMekal aettmt^ tela alt the 
fiWB kia<r M ttMaaaot Mbe^ JBU^td^aa from tiM ia«fti4 thi 

-—--Vi— (CAwyew HtmUL • 
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"Robert Bwr. IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. By Robert 
Bark, Author of ‘From Whose Bourne,’ etc. Secptu/ Ediiien. 
Cm^ivc. ts. ^ ^ 

* A book which hu •bandwtlf utithod ui by iu capital hamo^'—DMfy CkrtmcU- 
‘ Mr. Barr hni aehicvad a triumph whereof he hu erery reaws to be proud.'—PsJJ 

MtMGiuhu, 

* Than w a ututiot thought or a good joke on irerly even page. The ttadies of 

character an carefWIy finiibed, and Unger in thegs. 'XRO^'—hltuM*nd WUu. 

' DiitiofiiUbed for kindly feeling, getiuioe bamonr, and rt«U^ graphic .krtraltnn.* 
—S%utx Daily MttiA. ^ 

'A (Mightfol romance, with crperiencai itrange and caching. The dialogue u 
alwayi bright and witty; the icenet are dopictcd brieSy and effectinly; and 
athcn ii no IndMIent from (irei to last that one srauld wiib to tkn omitted.’— 
SetUmxm. e 

, Mm Pinsent CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. By Ellen 
F. PiNSKNT/Author of * Jenny’* Case.' Crown ivo. 6s. 

' 'There U mach^Iever writing in this book. The story Is told in a workmanlike 
manner, and the characters coodnet thcmse'ves »=^ e arerase human being*. 
Dail* ntwt •*' • 

‘ Tull ci interest^ and, with a lai^e measnreSof t>re8«ul eacellrnce, gives rjjiple pro- 
missfef splendid work.'— .gfrar/v^oiw Gaiit'U. 

‘ Mrs- Plasant's new novel has pUniy of viy .»ur, variety, and good writing. There 
arc eertatnty of purpose, serengeh of to<.ch, and cleamcks of vision 'T'/dMrewvMr. 

|nark‘'iSwt^*^ DANISH SWEETHEART. By W. 
Cu&K Russell, Autho? of ‘The Wrcch of fbe Gt'wenor,’ etc. 
/Umtraitd^ 2}ird SJitioH. C-ntmSvc, 6s. 

Piy^ TIME AH'-D THE WOMAN. By Richard Prvce, 

* Antbor of ‘%in MMweU't Affections,' 'The Quiet Mrs, Fleming,’ 
etc. Suml EditUn. Crmn 8w. 6s. 

' Mr. Pryee’mirork itealb the st^e <rf Oeuva reuilkt, by iu clearoeaa, Coociiencss, 
hi Utarary raatm.’— 


Son' WttMIL THIS MkN'S DOMINION. By the Author 
of ' A High Little World.' Suynd Ediiion. Cvmm Stv. 6s. 

*ll it Ml a book to be read and forgotten on a railway jcmmeT, hsii h israthar a 
at«^ of the parplCjdu probiems of > lie, to which the reflecting mind will 
* ntiy retaro, evaathough the raadcr doca not aoeept tht solotioas which tbt 
j... j — rtof meraif amnatag M»aisii“ 


fiMMtiy retnro. evaa though tha raadet 
ntt^angiaMt. Ln tfioaa days, when th 
ove w w at wgLtfiiMi no slight pra^ . T 
whidl rfcuSi ona, te a iMoar dagrec, 


There a nn andariying da^ b tha ilory 

, of the profum*^.*^jigrg« ESot, and 

*'Ihia IlM'cDoBBbton * b by no menia a noeci to bo vnai naida aa aahaaaMdnt 


nM^anaal.’— /U mmCw AsftMrfltir. 


WEtNB. DIOGENES OF LONDON and other 
Skgtditt. By H. B. MARtiorr Watson, Aothqr ^ **1^0 W«b 
elflmSiiUki.’ CVmmIm. Sminm. 6s. 

*lraBtfMH«lwMihtbtlMtMan«^wacdh,«henttthociHKiM erfanaonhoeo 

iSCo’i^SSk wW he 0>el w aai d .'»“AVikM/fji^^^ 
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(Hlclurlft THE STONE DRAGON. By^MURRAY Gilchrist.* 

Cmtm 8tv. Buckram, 6i. 

' Tlw faulU arc atoaed foe by certabt Sotitivc and admitabla jfttUi. Tb« 

roaUMKCi haYc yot tbcir counterpart In aiodlra Uttiaturc, and U> read ibcm b a 
■aiqot taperiftibe.*— AA c/imm/ Oistrvtr. * 


yk THfk^E'AMD-ftlXPENNV NOVELR 

Sdnft I9&U. DKRRI*CK VAUGHAN, ^NOVELIST. By 

Edna Lyall, Xuthoi of ‘Donovan,’ etc. I'^t^ujaud. 

Crown p. 6 iL ^ 

BarilK Goidt^ ARMINELLt A Social Romance. By S 

Baking Goold. j Nrui Edition. Crown 8w. jt. 6i. 

Baring Gould. MARGERY OF QUETHER.JbU other Stories. 
By S. Earing Goold. Crown Sw. 31. 6«/. ’ 


TA, .'ind other Stories. By S. Barinc 

« 


Baring Gould. JAGQl 

Go Ad. Croton 

Miss Benson. SVBJECtVo V.>N’)TY. By Maroar^t 

Br/<soft. IVith nuvHrous IL'iSt/uiioHs. Stcon^^Jiti9^^£rmm^ 

8w. 3/. W. 

' A channiogMltU boob lAout boutehuld pelt Of a daughter of iba Arebbubap oT 
Caatoboifl’— .S/<a>/r. t 

'A daliftufurcoUe^uou of studies of aigsi.ii e. It b ruj^ldom tbat «t get 
aaytbiag aaparfect in its kind. . . . Ihe illu'iratioiM arccWvn, and tb* whob 
boM a nsgafarly delightful aat.'—GMrdinn. 

* Htunorooi and •anumeoul by turns. Miu Benson alsayt manges to iotet At lu 

la bar peta, and all vbo love animals will appreciate her book, aot only for ibslr 
sake, but quite as much for iucwti'—r/awr. 

'All lo«en ot anunab sbould read Uiu Benson's Wik. For sy pa t Wocuadf. 
sUBdhig, humorous criticism, and appreciative ohservetioa she coiabJy PM Mt 
her equal '"AfmscArr/rr Gmmnlmm 

Gt»^ ELSA. A Novel By E. M‘<;fuEEN GrRt. Croml^f 

* A ebarming novel *The chaiactm art not ooly powerful sketches, htt alMtaly 

and cuiefulty Anisbed ponraita.'— ts 

J. H. Penwi. JACO TRELOAR. Bv J. R Pearce, AbUi« of 

‘Esther PentreutE' Ntw Kdiiio% Crown itnok ^ 

Tht 'Spcctabm^riMlk^ Mr. Pearce u'mwnitro/tJKO/tionn/AiM’i^ * 

TebgfuirQCtSn^ ‘/omtr/mi mmd fietmrtotm ^ ; U» '^Wratli«lm« Pual ‘ 

X Xa. AUT DIABOLUS AUT nihil, and OUiafcSthfltE 

» By X. L. * Crown 8m. y,ti, , * 

♦Kitimalyeeb^ and ta the higheit degree Im^nihn. The mseepBOT U aiMM 
nlollTMMfhinV'-d^nte*'. dt. . . , . ... - 

‘OtilM M n «( erigiaabty tint may W <8IM 

mt dlwm iiiiitiwl nheohnely nb»oiimna.'-‘->&i fo ibd qf Rewbm 
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OOrady. THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. A Romance 
the Heroic Age of Ireknd. By Standjsh O’CaADy, Author 
• Fiipj and hU Companiof#/ etc. Illustrated hf Mukk^Y Shit 
Crmn Sw. 31. 6rf. ; 

of f rttery, the rapid and «jrciti(ii{ acUoti, arr fnperb poetic effect 

*For I$ltt utd colour It rctcmblei ootkins *0 timch u • Siriw da»n '—Aftmknl 
CmmrdHsm. « vb • 

* A rottince eaeremelr fMcliwting and adKiiially ffeUkaU.'--.V«/Kri/n^ Arr'iVw. 

Ooart^ Smith.' A CUMBERER OF THE GKOUNr. 

^ By CoNSTANCR SMirii, Author of^* The liepciitauce of Baui Weu 
"worth,* etc. Ntv Etitnon, Oi)a)« Stv. 3/. 61/. 

Author of ‘Vera.’ THE DANCE t)F THE HOURS. B 
the Author of ‘ Vera.' Cr.nt » S. <>. 3r. 6i. 

auni Btuartfi’’ A WOMAN OF FORTY. By ESMi STUART 
Author of ‘Murid’s M-irriage,’ ‘V^jginii^’s llushaud,’ etc. AVu 
Edition. CrouM Svo. p. 6<i, a - 

'TheCitorT U well written, ai.d aomc of the *;.ct ahow rreat drinvat'n power/— 
J^rCkrtn^ti. \ 

Rona. THE STAR.GA7.EP-T By G. Manvuxe Fenn, 
Ve ' Ctiililren,' etc. New kdHtiim. Cr 8tw. jj. fxL 

* ' A itirrinc romaoA Wetter^ Morwne Nen t. 

'Told wits all the dramatic po>er for wt.itb Mi. bko it coatpicnoot.‘~ffr«(fW^ 
Okmmr. ^ * 

mdEtiuou. T VICAR’S WIFE. By Evelyn. Dickinson. 

I Cmo* 8»f, 3riY></, 

fmm, THE POISON OF ASPS. By R, Orton Peowsk. 

CrifvM 8 m. 3r. 6 d. 

Ony. THE STORY OF CHRIS. By RowUKD Griy. 

CtmwSM. i.5r. v 

l 4 «]| Itoton. THE TRUE HISTORY OF^PSHUA Da.'VlD- 
SON, Quistian sod Cotumacist. By E. Lykn Linton. Eimnfi 
EEHm.. li. ^ 

HALN-OROtyN NOVILt n ifi 

A Sorkt 0 /Nmlt iy f«*MUr 2/0 

J. fHE PLA‘n of CAMPAIGN) By F. Mabbl Robinsoh 
^ 1 DISENCHANTMENT. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

3, MR. BUTLER'S WARD. By F. Mabel RofeiKSOK. 

4. HOVSNDSN.V.C By F. Mabel Robuis6m. 

}. BU*S CHILDREN. Bf G. Makville Fenm. 

C A DOUBLE ENOY. By O MANmu FtKN. 
y.^EISAltMED. 8y4l. Bstbaii Sowardi^ 
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8. A LOST ILLUSION. By Leslie kVth. 

9. A MARRIAGE AT SEA. By W. Clare Russell. 

10. IN TENT iND BUNGALOWl By the Author (#' Indian 

Idylls.’ 9 • 

11. MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. M'Queei# (iRA\# 

13 . A REj^REfU) GE 4 ITLEMAN. By J, M. CoiihaR. 

13. A DSPLOiynj LB ‘AFFAIR. By W. E. NouRLS. 

14. JAClfS FATITER. By W. E. Norris., 

15. A CAVALIER’S LADm By Mrs. Dicker. 
t6. JIM B.« 


Books for Boys and GjrJs 1^ 

A Seriet of Bi^ki by Auik^ns, well iUustnltd, 

• 8r'i>. * 

I. TH^ ICELANDER’S^*ORD. By S. Baring GoAo. 
z TWQ LlTTLE%CHILDlteN AND CHING. By Edito 

£. CUTHELL. • X • * ^ 

3. TODDLEBEN’S HERO. By M, M. Bi.....^ 

4. ONLY ^UARlf-ROOM DOG. ^ly Edith E. Cuthell.' 

5. THE DOCTOR OF THE^ULIET. By Harry Colliho- 

WOOD,# 

6. MASTER ROCKAFELLAR’S VOYAG^. By W. CURK 

Roiiell. • , 

7. SYD BELTON : Or, The Boy who would not go to Sea, 

By G. Manville Fenn. 


The Peacock Tibraty 

A Sorits of BoSkt for Girli by mH hiowH AnJion, 
kmioonuiy bound in bluo and ulmr^ and well iltutrateJ. 

Cftwu Stv. • 



*• I. A PINCH OF EXPERIENCE. By L I. W^’fORD. 

% THE EEITGi'.ANGE. » By Mrs. Molesworth. 
t. THE SECRETVoF MADAME DE MONLUC By Um 
AB lhorof’MdieMori.^ 

AL DUMPS By Mrs. Parr, Author of ‘Adam and Efe 
5. OUT OF^HE-FASHION. By L. T. Meade. 

£ A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. L.T Meadi. 

% HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. MeaiI^ »r. 6A. 

' i THE HONOURABLE MISS. By L,T. MkaDI. 

9. MY LANraOF BEULAH. By Mn. LEim ADami* 
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University Extension .Series 

A wriei of book! od hiftoriinl, literary, tod ideotift' nbjects, luiUble 
for ctudefl^t tnd home retding circlet. Etc^ volume is com- 

plete iatitaelf, tod the lubjects are treated by competent writers in a 
broad tnd i^otop^c spirit. , 

EjUted byj. B. SYMES, M.^ ,' 

Prindpsl of University CoU^e, Nottingham. 

Crown 8w. PrUt (wiik tmt exce/liions) tt. 


Tkt following volumts art ready : — o 
THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By H. DE 
B. GiBBlNp'*&4.A« late Scholar of Wadham College, Oxon., Cobden 
Priseman. Fourth Edition. With MaM and Plans, jr. 
'Acomi^and clear story of our industrial dAJ(>'.,'ient. A study of Ihit coodsa 
but himfaiout book cannot fall to givt the rea|i^ a cleur iiuight into the principal 


piMtomena of oiu ladnstrial history, Tu and publuhers are to Da coograt. 
oilted 00 this tint voIorm of their sreir ft , and we shall look with expectant 
fau^t for Um succeeding volumes of th senes. — Uniitrtitjr SxUiuun }wm»L 

im^*fUSlQK3LaiENbL*ISH POLITICAL ECONOMY. By 

f Fellow of Oriel ColJe|;e, Oxon. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY : An Incpiry Into tile Industrial 
Condilioofcfifjbc Poof* ByJ. Hobson, M.A Second Edition. 

VICTORIAN POJITS. By A. Sharp. 

THEFRENlH REVOLUTION. By J. E. Symes, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. Granger, M.A., Lecturer in Philo- 
■of^y af Univenity College, Nottingham. 

THS EVOLUTION OF PLANT LIFE : Lower Form By 
e. Masse*, Kew Gardens, With lUustratiom, 

AIR AND WATER. Professor V, B. Lewes,'1WA JUustrattd. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. By C, W. 
Kimuins, M.^ Qamb. lUustratod. 
r^HE MEp’ANfeS OF DAILY LIFE, By V, P. SELLS, 

* /Emtratod, ' 

ENG&ISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. Hi DB B. Gibbuvs, MA 

ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN 
TpOTTH CENTURY. By W. A S. Hewihs, B.A 

THE CHEMISTRY OR FIRE. The Elementary Princii^ of 
Chemhtry. VcyU. M, .i^AinlibN Mota, MA lUm&utti, 

\ TOT BOOK of AGRICULTURAL BOTANY, By M C 
Mrrmi, M.A, F.Ul iEmOrutoi. itU ^ 
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THE VAULT OF HEAVEN, n. Introduction to 

AsUMoroy. R, A. Gmoory. W'iM numerms ^stroHftu. 
METEOROL^fcY. The ElcmentI of VVe.^ther and Climate. 

By H. N. /liCKSON, F.R.S.E., F.R. Met, Sc». lllus^id. * 
A manual of electrical science. By •George 

J. M.A. 9 ^ 41 % numtrous lUuitratiotH. 3;. 

THE ARTH.*«Xn Introduction to Physiography. By EVAN 
Small, M.A. • 

INSECT CIFE. Ay F. \f. Theobald, M.A. Illustrak^ 
ElffGLISH K)ETRY ArOM BLAKE TO BROWNING. By 
W. M. Dixon, M.A. 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT, lif % JENKS, M.A., 
Professor of Law a^Uniijfrsity College, Lircrjxjol, 

Social ^udions oi To-day' 

FxJiled i.y H. r>» 1. ClBUrNS, M.A. 

Cri>Tn 8re. 2s. 6J. * 

A series ofiVolumes ur^ tho>e topics u/ kicul, cc-iooroic, 
and industrial interest tnat are at Jbt present niomcn* ftat- 
most in the public mind. Each volume of (he series u written I7 an 
author who u an acknowledged authority upon Ihe subject with vhich 
he deals. 

7%t fpitovnng IWumts ef the Stn/s use rtjuig > 

TRADE UNIONISM-NEW ANU'OLD. By G. HowELi, 
Author of * The Conflicts of Capital and Labour.’ St<tnd S 4 Ums, 
THE CO-OPERATIVE MOVEMEI^T TO-DAY. By G. j. 
nOLYOAKl, Author of ‘ The Hutory of Co-operation.* 

MUTUAL THRIFT, By Rev. I. Frome ^WiLKlNSOW, M.A.. 

Author of * The Friendly Soci^ Movement,' 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY : An InquA into the iLiuttrlal 
Conditions of Um Poor. By J. At Hobson, M.A. J. <td 
THE CObiMEKcr; OF NIkTIONS. By C. F. BaSTABL*. 

M.A., Profaooe of Ecom jnucs at Trinity College, DuMia. 

THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. H. Wilkins, B.A., SemtArw 
w to t^ Sodety for Pfereoting the Immigration of DcMitotc 
THE RURAL EXODUS. By P. Anorxson Graham. 

LAND NATIONALIZATION. By Harold Cox, KK, 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. By^ H. Dt B, dwtm 
and R. A. *’..briKti>, of the Ilecla Worica, S^cflwld. 
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, //• 

BACK -TO THE LAWD ; An Inquiry into the Cure fer Ruiul 
DepowlflUon. By R E Mooxs. . ^ 

TRUSTS, POOLS AND ^ORNERS : As aflfe.^ng Commerfcc 


An4 Ind'^try. J 

TORY SYSTEM. By R. Cooke TAVtOR. 


. SrspliBN Jeans, 


AeND ITS CUILD»'I;;^I. ,By CfRTRUDE 


THE FACTO 
THE STATE 

TnCKWELL. , 

WOME^I’S WORl^ By Lady Dilke, Miks BuLtEY, and 
Mus Whitley. 

MUNICIPALITIES AT WORK. ® TTie Municipal Policy of 
Six Great Townr, and its Ltflucncc^on their Social Welfare. 
By Feeohiick DolVian. With an Inlrmlmction by Sir Joitv . 
H OTTON, lat^ (Shairroan of the Londo* County CoundL CtWH Sw. 
CU ^ k . 2 J . M . ' 


Classical Trahxfationfs 

Edited by H. F. FO?^, b)(.A,, and TtMor of Brasenose 
College, Uxford. 

• Ueairt, Methuen* propose lf»^i<«ue a New Ser^s of Translations from 
the Greek and Latin CUsslcs. They have enlisted the services of some 
of the best Oxford, vtd Cambridge Sfrblars, and it is their intention that 
the Series shall be distinguished by literary excellence ta wMI m by 
w^olbrly xccarat^. * ^ 

CmmSw . Mntfy prinitd atui hound in him htuhrioik 
CICERO—^t^* Oratore I. Translated by E. N. P. Modn, M,A., 
Anistant Master at Oifton. jt. &/. 

swESCHYLUS-'Affamema^n, ChSephoroe, EomeiHdes. Trans- 
lated by Lewis Campbell, LL.D., late Piofeseor of Greek < , Sl 
A ndiwts. 5r. s. 

ViCXi 


Six DiUogues (Nigriiais, Icaro-Menippus, The Cock, 
r ^ .. Translated bj 

late Scholar c 


The Pas^xitt, The Lover of ^isehood). Translated b? 

K Clifton I " “ ' 


, lireftM* AsslMant Master 

I, Oxford, y. otf. 

SOPHOCLES^EIecira and Ajax. Trar dated >y R D. A 
« Mch^uIAU^^, late Scholar of Kbw Corlege, Oxford ; Anhitan 
Master at winchestei. ar. 6d* 

TACiTUS—Agrierda and Gennania. Tt'analated by Jt fl 
TpwiisiiiimkI*t«Seih^|«Mpf^Coa^ as,U, 

^ICERO"''l'Bdiict OrsdOLE (Pro MiMIml Pro iSLucna, Phtfapptc u. 
| % j bs t il l iw m » Trcndated ^ H. R U. BuKiatoir, MJL^ 
^iTklOt or^ajlty Qd^gei, CbM. p. 








